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THE PRELUDE. 

I SPREAD a scanty board too late ; 
The old-time guests for whom I wait 

Come few and slow, methinks, to-day. 
Ah ! who could hear my messages 
Across the dim unsounded seas 

On which so many have sailed away ! 

Come, then, old friends, who linger yet, 
And let us meet, as we have met, 

Once more beneath this low sunshine ; 
And grateful for the good we've known, 
The riddles solved, the ills outgrown, 

Shake hands upon the border-line. 

The favour, asked too oft before. 
From your indulgent ears, once more 
I crave, and, if belated lays 
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To slower, feebler measures move, 
The silent sympathy of love 

To me is dearer now than praise. 

And ye, O younger friends, for whom 
My hearth and heart keep open room, 

Come smihng through the shadows long, 
Be with me while the sun goes down, 
And with your cheerful voices drown 

The minor of my even-song. 

For, equal through the day and night, 
The wise Eternal oversight 

And love and power and righteous will 
Remain : the law of destiny 
The best for each and all must be, 

And life its promise shall fulfil. 




THE KING'S MISSIVE.! 

A.D. z66i. 

Under the great hill sloping bare 

To cove and meadow and Common lot, 
In his council-chamber and oaken chair, 
Sat the worshipful Governor Endicott : 
A grave, strong man, who knew no peer 
In the pilgrim-land, where he ruled in fear 
Of God, not man, and for good or ill 
Held his trust with an iron will. 

He had shorn with his sword the cross 
from out 
The flag, and cloven the May-pole down, 
Harried the heathen round about, 
And whipped the Quakers from town 
to town. 

^ This ballad, originally written for the Memorial 
History of Boston (Mass.), recently issued, describes, 
with pardonable poetic licence, a memorable incident in 
the annals of the city. The interview between Shattuclc 
and the Governor took place, I have since learned, in 
the residence of the latter, and not in the Coimcil- 
Chamber. 
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Earnest and honest, a man at need 

To bum like a torch for his own harsh 

creed, 
He kept with the flaming brand of his 

zeal 
The gate of the holy common weal. 

His brow was clouded, his eye was stem, 
With a look of mingled sorrow and 

wrath; 
** Woe's me ! *' he murmured : " at every 

turn 
The pestilent Quakers are in my path ! 
Some we have scourged, and banished 

some. 
Some hanged, more doomed, and still they 

come, 
Fast as the tide of yon bay sets in, 
Sowing their heresy's seed of sin. 

"Did we count on this? Did we leave 
behind 
The graves of our kin, the comfort and 
ease 
Of our English hearths and homes, to 
find 
Troublers of Israel such as these ? 
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Shall I spare ? Shall I pity them ? God 

forbid ! 
I will do as the prophet to Agag did : 
They come to poison the wells of the 

Word, 
I will hew them in pieces before the 

Lord!** 

The door swung open, and Rawson the 
clerk 

Entered, and whispered under breath, — 
"There waits below for the hangman's 
work 

A fellow banished on pain of death — 
Shattuck, of Salem, unhealed of the whip, 
Brought over in Master Goldsmith's ship 
At anchor here in a Christian port, 
With freight of the devil and all his sort I" 

Twice and thrice on the chamber floor 

Striding fiercely from wall to wall, 
" The Lord do so to me and more,*' 

The Governor cried, " if I hang not all ! 
Bring hither the Quaker." Calm, sedate, 
With the look of a man at ease with fate. 
Into that presence grim and dread 
Came Samuel Shattuck, with hat on head. 
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" Off with the knave's hat ! " An angry 

hand 
Smote down the offence ; but the wearer 

said, 
With a quiet smile, " By the king's 

command 
I bear his message and stand in his 

stead/' 
In the Governor's hand a missive he laid 
With the royal arms on its seal displayed, 
And the proud man spake, as he gazed 

thereat, 
Uncovering, '* Give Mr. Shattuck his hat." 

He turned to the Quaker, bowing low, — 
"The king conunandeth your friends' 
release, 

Doubt not he shall be obeyed, although 
To his subjects' sorrow and sin's increase. 

What he here enjoineth, John Endicott, 

His loyal servant, questioneth not. 

You are free ? God grant the spirit you 
own 

May take you from us to parts unknown." 

So the door of the jail was open cast, 
And, like Daniel, out of the lions' den 
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Tender youth and girlhood passed, 
With age-bowed women and grey- 
locked men. 
And the voice of one appointed to die 
Was lifted in praise and thanks on high, 
And the little maid from New Nether- 
lands 
Kissed, in her joy, the doomed man's 
hands. 

And one, whose call was to minister 

To the souls in prison, beside him went, 
An ancient woman, bearing with her 

The linen shroud for his burial meant. 
For she, not counting her own life dear, 
In the strength of a love that cast out fear, 
Had watched and served where her 

brethren died. 
Like those who waited the cross beside. 

One moment they paused on their way to 
look 
On the martyr graves by the Common 
side, 
And much scourged Wharton of Salem 
took 
His burden of prophecy up, and cried : 
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" Rest, souls of the valiant I Not in vain 
Have ye borne the Master's cross of pain ; 
Ye have fought the fight, ye are victors 

crowned, 
With a fourfold chain ye have Satan 

bound 1 " 

The autumn haze lay soft and still 

On wood and meadow and upland farms; 
On the brow of Snow Hill the great wind- 
miU 
Slowly and lazily swung its arms ; 
Broad in the sunshine stretched away, 
With its capes and islands, the ttut^uoise 

bay; 
And over water and dusk of pines 
Blue hills lifted their faint outlines. 

The topaz leaves of the walnut glowed, 
The sumach added its crimson fleck, 
And double in air and water showed 

The tinted maples along the Neck ; 
Through frost flower clusters of pale star- 
mist. 
And gentian fringes of amethyst. 
And royal plumes of golden-rod, 
The grazing cattle on Gentry trod. 
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But as they who see not, the Quakers saw 
The world about them ; they only 
thought 
With deep thanksgiving and pious awe 
On the great deliverance God had 
wrought. 
Through lane and alley the gazing town 
Noisily followed them up and down ; 
Some with scoffing and brutal jeer, 
Some with pity and words of cheer. 

One brave voice rose above the din. 

Upsall, grey with his length of days, 
Cried from the door of his Red Lion Inn : 

" Men of Boston, give God the praise ! 
No more shall innocent blood call down 
The bolts of wrath on your guilty town. 
The freedom of worship, dear to you, 
Is dear to all, and to all is due. 

" I see the vision of days to come. 
When your beautiful City of the Bay 

Shall be Christian liberty's chosen home. 
And none shall his neighbour's rights 
gainsay. 

The varying notes of worship shall blend 

And as one great prayer to God ascend. 
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Wiih irilder cvxmsels the State grew 

strong. 
As oatrard Lener and inward Light 
Kept the balance of truth aright. 

The Puritan spirit perishing not. 

To Concord's yeomen the signal sent, 
And spake in the \'oice of the cannon-shot 
That se\~ered the chains of a continent. 
With its gentler mission of peace and 

goodwill 
The thought of the Quaker is living still, 
And the freedom of soul he prophesied 
Is gospel and law where the martyrs died. 



ST. MARTIN'S SUMMER.' 

Though flowers have perished at the 
touah 

Of Frost, the early comer, 
I hail the season loved so much, 

The good St. Martin's summer. 

gracious mom, with rose-red dawn. 
And thin moon curving o'er it ! 

The old year's darling, latest bom. 
More loved than all before it ! 

How flamed the simrise through the 
pines ! 

How stretched the birchen shadows. 
Braiding in long, wind-wavered lines 

The westward sloping meadows ! 

^ This name in some parts of Europe is given to the 
season we call Indian summer, in honour of the good 
St. Martin. The title of the poem was suggested by 
the fact that the day it refers to was the exact date of 
the Saint's birth, the zzth of Noveniber. 

B 
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The sweet day, opening as a flower 

Unfolds its petals tender, 
Renews for us at noontide's hour 

The summer's tempered splendour. 

The birds are hushed ; alone the wind, 
That through the woodland searches, 

The red-oak's lingering leaves can find, 
And yellow plumes of larches. 

But still the balsam-breathing pine 
Invites no thought of sorrow. 

No hint of loss from air like wine 
The earth's content can borrow. 

The summer and the winter here 
Midway a truce are holding, 

A soft, consenting atmosphere 
Their tents of peace enfolding. 

The silent woods, the lonely hills, 
Rise solemn in their gladness ; 

The quiet that the valley fills 
Is scarcely joy or sadness. 

How strange ! The autumn yesterday 
In winter's grasp seemed dying ; 
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On whirling winds from skies of grey 
The early snow was flying. 

And now, while over Nature's mood 

There steals a soft relenting, 
I will not mar the present good, 

Forecasting or lamenting. 

My autumn time and Nature's hold 

A dreamy tryst together. 
And, both grown old, about us fold 

The golden-tissued weather. 

I lean my heart against the day 

To feel its bland caressing ; 
I will not let it pass away 

Before it leaves its blessing. 

God's angels come not as of old 
The Syrian shepherds knew them ; 

In reddening dawns, in sunset gold. 
And warm noon lights I view them. 

Nor need there is, in times like this 
When heaven to earth draws nearer, 

Of wing or song as witnesses 
To make their presence clearer. 

K 2 
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O stream of life, whose swifter flow 

Is of the end forewarning, 
Methinks thy sundown afterglow 

Seems less of night than morning ! 

Old cares grow light ; aside I lay 
The doubts and fears that troubled ; 

The quiet of the happy day 
Within my soul is doubled. 

That clouds must veil this fair sunshine 

Not less a joy I find it ; 
Nor less yon warm horizon line 

That winter lurks behind it. 

The mystery of the untried days 
I close my eyes from reading ; 

His will be done whose darkest ways 
To light and life are leading 1 

Less drear the winter night shall be, 
If memory cheer and hearten 

Its heavy hours with thoughts of thee, 
Sweet summer of St. Martin ! 



THE DEAD FEAST OF THE 
KOL.FOLK.» 

Chota Nagpoor. 

We have opened the door, 

Once, twice, thrice ! 
We have swept the floor, 

We have boiled the rice. 
Come hither, come hither ! 
Come from the far lands, 
Come from the star lands, 

Come as before ! 
We lived long together, 
We loved one another ; 

Come back to our life. 
Come father, come mother, 

Come sister and brother, 
Child, husband, and wife, 
For you we are sighing. 
Come take your old places, 

* See Tyler's Primitive Culhtre, vol ii. pp. 3a, 33. 
Also y<mrH4ii of Asiatic Society , vol. iv. p. 795. 
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Come look in our faces, 
The dead on the dying, 
Come home ! 



We have opened the door, 

Once, twice, thrice ! 
We have kindled the coals. 

And we boil the rice 
For the feast of souls. 

Come hither, come hither ! 
Think not we fear you. 
Whose hearts are so near you. 
Come tenderly thought on, 
Come all unforgotten. 
Come from the shadow-lands, 
From the dim meadow-lands 
Where the pale grasses bend 

Low to our sighing. 
Come father, come mother. 
Come sister and brother, 
Come husband and friend, 
The dead to the dying. 
Come home ! 



We have opened the door 
You entered so oft ; 
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For the feast of souls 

We have kindled the coals, 

And we boil the rice soft. 
Come you who are dearest 
To us who are nearest, 
Come hither, come hither, 
From out the wild weather ; 
The storm clouds are flying. 
The peepul is sighing ; 

Come in from the rain. 
Come father, come mother, 
Come sister and brother, 
Come husband and lover, 
Beneath our roof-cover. 

Look on us again. 
The dead on the dying. 

Come home ! 

We have opened the door ! 
For the feast of souls 
We have kindled the coals 

We may kindle no more ! 
Snake, fever, and famine. 
The curse of the Brahmin, 

The sun and the dew, 
They bum us, they bite us, 
They waste us and smite us ; 
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Our days are but few ! 
In strange lands far yonder 
To wonder and wander 

We hasten to you. 
List then to our sighing, 

While yet we are here : 
Nor seeing nor hearing, 
We wait without fearing, 

To feel you draw near. 
O dead to the dying 

Come home ! 



THE LOST OCCASION.' 

Some die too late and some too soon, 
At early morning, heat of noon, 
Or the chill evening twilight. Thou, 
Whom the rich heavens did so endow 
With eyes of power and Jove's own brow, 
With all the massive strength that fills 
Thy home-horizon's granite hills, 
With rarest gifts of heart and head 
From manliest stock inherited 
New England's stateliest type of man, 
In port and speech Olympian ; 
Whom no one met, at first, but took 
A second awed and wondering look 
(As turned, perchance, the eyes of Greece 
On Phidias' unveiled masterpiece); 
Whose words, in simplest home-spun clad, 
The Saxon strength of Caedmon's had, 

^ In this poem Whittier deals with the lamentahle 
failure on the part of Daniel Wehster, the great 
American statesman and orator, to cling to the cause of 
Liberty when slavery was in the balance. 
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With power reserved at need to reach 

The Roman forum's loftiest speech, 

Sweet with persuasion, eloquent 

In passion, cool in argument, 

Or, ponderous, falling on thy foes 

As fell the Norse god's hammer blows, 

Crushing as if with Talus' flail 

Through Error's logic-woven mail, 

And failing only when they tried 

The adamant of the righteous side, — 

Thou, foiled in aim and hope, bereaved 

Of old friends, by the new deceived, 

Too soon for us, too soon for thee, 

Beside thy lonely Northern sea, 

Where long and low the marsh-lands 

spread, 
Laid wearily down thy august head. 

Thou shouldst have lived to feel below 
Thy feet Disunion's fierce upthrow, — 
The late-sprung mine that underlaid 
Thy sad concessions vainly made. 
Thou shouldst have seen from Sumter's 

wall 
The star-flag of the Union fall. 
And armed Rebellion pressing on 
The broken lines of Washington ! 
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No stronger voice than thine had then 
Called out the utmost might of men. 
To make the Union's charter free 
And strengthen law by liberty. 
How had that stem arbitrament 
To thy gp*ey age youth's vigour lent, 
Shaming ambition's paltry prize 
Before thy disillusioned eyes ; 
Breaking the spell about thee wound 
Like the green withes that Samson bound; 
Redeeming, in one effort grand, 
Thyself and thy imperilled land ! 
Ah, cruel fate, that dosed to thee, 
O sleeper by the Northern sea, 
The gates of opportunity ! 
God fills the gaps of human need, 
Each crisis brings its word and deed. 
Wise men and strong we did not lack ; 
But still, with memory turning back, 
In the dark hours we thought of thee, 
And thy lone gp*ave beside the sea. 

Above that grave the east winds blow. 
And from the marsh-lands drifting slow 
The sea-fog comes, with evermore 
The wave-wash of a lonely shore. 
And sea-bird's melancholy cry, 
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As Nature fain would typify 

The sadness of a closing scene, 

The loss of that which should have 

been. 
But, where thy native mountains bare 
Their foreheads to diviner air, 
Fit emblem of enduring fame, 
One lofty summit keeps thy name. 
For thee the cosmic forces did 
The rearing of that pyramid. 
The prescient ages shaping with 
Fire, flood, and frost thy monolith. 
Sunrise and sunset lay thereon 
With hands of light their benison, 
The stars of midnight pause to set 
Their jewels in its coronet. 
And evermore that mountain mass 
Seems climbing from the shadowy pass 
To light, as if to manifest 
Thy nobler self^ thy life at best ! 



THE EMANCIPATION GROUP. 
Boston, 1879. 

Amidst thy sacred effigies 

Of old renown give place, 
city, Freedom-loved ! to his 

Whose hand unchained a race. 

Take the worn frame, that rested not 
Save in a martyr's grave — 

The care-lined face, that none forgot, 
Bent to the kneeling slave. 

Let man be free I The mighty word 
He spake was not his own ; 

An impulse from the Highest stirred 
These chiselled lips alone. 

The cloudy sign, the fiery guide, 

Along his pathway ran, 
And Nature, through his voice, denied 

The ownership of man. 



30 THE EMANCIPATION GROUP. 

We rest in peace where these sad eyes 
Saw peril, strife, and pain ; 

His was the nation's sacrifice, 
And ours the priceless gain. 

O symbol of God's will on earth 

As it is done above ! 
Bear witness to the cost and worth 

Of justice and of love. 

Stand in thy place and testify 

To coming ages long, 
That truth is stronger than a lie, 

And righteousness than wrong. 
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Voice of a people suffering long, 
The pathos of their mournful song, 
The sorrow of their night of wrong ! 

Their cry like that which Israel gave, 
A prayer for one to guide and save, 
Like Moses by the Red Sea's wave ! 

The stem accord her timbrel lent 
To Miriam's note of triumph sent 
O'er Egypt's sunken armament ! 

The tramp that startled camp and town, 
And shook the walls of Slavery down, 
The spectral march of old John Brown ! 

The storm that swept through battle-days, 

The triumph after long delays. 

The bondmen giving God the praise ! 

Voice of a ransomed race, sing on 
Till Freedom's every right is won, 
And Slavery's every wrong undone ! 



WITHIN THE GATE. 

We sat together, last May-day, and talked 
Of the dear friends who walked 

Beside us, sharers of the hopes and fears 
Of five and forty years. 

Since first we met in Freedom's hope for- 
lorn, 
And heard her batde-hom 
Sound through the valleys of the sleeping 
North, 
Calling her children forth. 

And youth pressed forward with hope- 
lighted eyes, 

And age, with forecast wise 
Of the long strife before the triumph won. 

Girded his armour on. 

Sadly, as name by name we called the roll, 
We heard the dead-bells toll 

^ A tribute to Lydia Maria ChOd. 
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^^ the unanswering many, and wc knew 
The living were the few. 

And we, who waited our own call before 

The inevitable door, 
Listened and looked, as all have done, to 
win 

Some token from within. 

No sign we saw, we heard no voices call ; 

The imprenctrable wall 
Cast down its shadow, like an awful doubt, 

On all who sat without 

Of many a hint of life beyond the veil, 

And many a ghostly tale 
Wherewith the ages spanned the gulf be 
tween 

The seen and the unseen. 

Seeking from omen, trance, and dream to 
gain 
Solace to doubtful pain. 
And touch, with groping hands, the gar- 
ment hem 
Of truth sufficing them, 

C 
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We talked ; and, turning from the sore 
unrest 
Of an all-bafiling quest, 
We thought of holy lives that from us 
passed 
Hopeful unto the last. 

As if they saw beyond the river of death. 

Like him of Nazareth, 
The many mansions of the Eternal days 

Lift up their gates of praise. 

And, hushed to silence by a reverent awe, 
Methought, O friend, I saw 

In thy true life of word, and work, and 
thought 
The proof of all we sought. 

Did we not witness in the life of thee 

Immortal prophecy ? 
And feel, when with thee, that thy foot- 
steps trod 

An everlasting road ? 

Not for brief days thy generous sympa- 
thies, 
Thy scorn of selfish ease ; 
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Not for the poor prize of an earthly goal 
Thy strong uplift of soul. 

Than thine was never turned a fonder 
heart 

To nature and to art 
In fair-formed Hellas in her golden prime 

Thy Philothea's time. 

Yet, loving beauty, thou couldst pass it by, 

And for the poor deny 
Thyself, and see thy fresh, sweet flower 
of fame 

Wither in blight and blame. 

Sharing His love who holds in His em- 
brace 

The lowliest of our race. 
Sure the Divine economy must be 

Conservative of thee ! 

For truth must live with truth, self-sacri- 
fice 

Seek out its great allies ; 
Good must find good by gravitation sure, 

And love with love endure* 

C 2 
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And so, since thou hast passed within the 
gate 
WTiereby awhile I wait, 
I give blind grief and blinder sense the 
lie : 
Thou hast not lived to die ! 



THE KHAN'S DEVIL. 

The Khan came from Bokhara town 
To Hamza, santon of renown. 

" My head is sick, my hands are weak ; 
Thy help, O holy man, I seek." 

In silence marking for a space 

The Khan's red eyes and purple face, 

Thick voice, and loose, uncertain tread, 
*' Thou hast a devil ! " Hamza said. 

"Allah forbid !" exclaimed the Khan. 
" Rid me of him at once, O man ! " 

" Nay,** Hamza said, " no spell of mine 
Can slay that cursed thing of thine. 

" Leave feast and wine, go forth and drink 
Water of healing on the brink 
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"Where clear and cold from mountain 

snows, 
The Nahr el Zeben downward flows. 



" Six moons remain, then come to me ; 
May Allah's pity go with thee ! " 

Awe-struck, from feast and wine, the 

Khan 
Went forth where Nahr el Zeben ran. 

Roots were his food, the desert dust 
His bed, the water quenched his thirst, 

And when the sixth moon's scimetar 
Curved sharp above the evening star, 

He sought again the santon's door. 
Not weak and trembling as before. 

But strong of limb and clear of brain ; 
** Behold," he said, " the fiend is slain." 

** Nay," Hamza answered, " starved and 

drowned, 
The curst one lies in death-like swound* 
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"But evil breaks the strongest gfyves, 
And jins like him have charmM lives. 

" One beaker of the juice of grape 
May call him up in living shape. 

** When the red wine of Badakshan 
Sparkles for thee, beware, O Khan ! 

" With water quench the fire within, 
And drown each day thy devilkin ! " 

Thenceforth the great Khan shunned the 

cup 
As Shitan's own, though offered up. 

With laughing eyes and jewelled hands, 
By Yarkand's maids and Samarcand's. 

And, in the lofty vestibule 

Of the medress of Kaush Kodul, 

The students of the holy law 
A golden-lettered tablet saw, 

With these words, by a cunning hand. 
Graved on it at the Khan's command : 
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*^ In Allah's name, to him who hath 
A devil. Khan el Hamed saith, 

•* Wisely our Prophet cursed the vine : 
The fiend that loves the breath of wine 

*' No prayer can slay, no marabout 
Nor Meccan dcr\'is can drive out. 

** I, Khan el Hamed, know the charm 
That robs him of his power to harm. 

*^ Drown him, O Islam's child ! the spell 
To save thee lies in tank and well ! " 



ABRAM MORRISON. 

'Midst the men and things which will 
Haunt an old man's memory still. 
Drollest, quaintest of them all. 
With a boy's laugh I recall 

Good old Abram Morrison. 

When the Grist and Rolling Mill 
Ground and rumbled by Po Hill, 
And the old red school-house stood 
Midway in the PowoVs flood, 

Here dwelt Abram Morrison. 

From the Beach to far beyond 
Bear-Hill, Lion's Mouth and Pond, 
Marvellous to bur tough old stock, 
Chips o' the Anglo-Saxon block, 

Seemed the Celtic Morrison. 

Mudknock, Balmawhistle, all 
Only knew the Yankee drawl. 
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Never brogue was heard till when. 
Foremost of his countrymen. 

Hither came Friend Morrison ; 

Yankee bom, of alien blood. 
Kin of his had well withstood 
Pope and King with pike and ball 
Under Derry's leag^ered wall, 

As became the Morrisons. 

Wandering down from Nutfield woods 
With his household and his goods, 
Never was it clearly told 
How within our quiet fold 

Came to be a Morrison. 

Once a soldier, blame him not 
That the Quaker he forgot. 
When, to think of battles won, 
And the red-coats on the run. 

Laughed aloud Friend Morrison. 

From grey Lewis over sea 
Bore his sires their family tree, 
On the rugged boughs of it 
Grafting Irish mirth and wit. 

And the brogue of Morrison. 
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Haifa genius, quick to plan, 
Blundering like an Irishman, 
But with canny shrewdness lent 
By his far-off Scotch descent, 

Such was Abram Morrison. 

Back and forth to daily meals. 
Rode his cherished pig on wheels, 
And to all who came to see : 
**Aisier for the pig an* me, 

Sure it is," said Morrison. 

Simple-liearted, boy o'er-grown. 
With a humour quite his own. 
Of our sober-stepping ways. 
Speech and look and cautious phrase. 
Slow to learn was Morrison. 

Much we loved his stories told 
Of a country strange and old, 
Where the fairies danced till dawn. 
And the goblin Leprecaun 

Looked, we thought, like Morrison. 

Or wild tales of feud and fight. 
Witch and troll and second sight 
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5^3 where Stomoway 
Looks across :ts stormy bay. 

Once the iKme of Mociisons. 

First was he to sing the piaise 
Of the Powow* s winding ways ; 
And oor straggling village took 
Ciiy grandeur to the look 

Of its poet Moiriscm. 

All his words have perished. Shame 
On the saddle-bags of Fame, 
That the>' bring not to our time 
One poor couplet of the rhyme 

Made by Abram Morrison ! 

Wlien, on calm and fair First Days, 
Rattled down our one-horse chaise 
Through the blossomed apple-boughs 
To the old, brown meeting-house. 
There was Abram Morrison. 

Underneath his hat's broad brim 
Peered the queer old face of him ; 
And with the Irish jauntiness 
Swung the coat-tails of the dress 
Worn by Abram Morrison. 



ABRAM MORRISON. 45 

Still, in memory, on his feet, 
Leaning o'er the elders' seat, 
Mingling with a solemn drone, 
Celtic accents all his own, 

Rises Abram Morrison* 

" Don't," he's pleading, ** don't ye go. 
Dear young friends, to sight and show 
Don't run after elephants. 
Learned pigs and presidents 

And the likes ! " said Morrison. 

On his welWom theme intent, 
Simple, child-like, innocent, 
Heaven forgive the half-checked smile 
Of our careless boyhood, while 

Listening to Friend Morrison ! 

We have learned in later days 
Truth may speak in simplest phrase ; 
That the man is not the less 
For quaint ways and home-spun dress, 
Thanks to Abram Morrison ! 

Not to pander nor to please 
Come the needed homilies. 
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With no lofty argument 
Is the fitting message sent 

Through such lips as Morrison's. 

Dead and gone ! But while its track 
Powow keeps to Merrimack, 
While Po Hill is still on guard. 
Looking land and ocean ward, 

They shall tell of Morrison ! 

After half a century's lapse, 
We are wiser now, perhaps, 
But we miss our streets amid 
Something which the past has liid, 
Lost with Abram Morrison. 

Gone for ever with the queer 
Characters of that old year ! 
Now the many are as one ; 
Broken is the mould that run 

Men like Abram Morrison. 



VOYAGE OF THE JETTIE.» 

A SHALLOW Stream, from fountains 
Deep in the Sandwich mountains, 

Ran lakeward Bearcamp River ; 
And, between its flood-torn shores, 
Sped by sail or urged by oars 

No keel had vexed it ever. 

Alone the dead trees yielding 
To the dull axe Time is wielding, 

The shy mink and the otter, 
And golden leaves and red, 
By countless autumns shed, 

Had floated down its water. 

* The picturesquely situated Wayside Inn at West Os- 
sipee, New Hampshire, is now in ashes ; and to its former 
guests these somewhat careless rhymes may be a not 
imwelcome reminder of pleasant summers and autumns 
on the banks of the Bearcamp and Chocorua. To the 
author himself they have a special interest from the fact 
that they were written, or improvised, under the eyes 
and for the amusement of a beloved invalid friend whose 
last earthly sunsets faded from the mountain ranges of 
Ossipee and Sandwich. 
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From the grey rocks of Cape Ann, 
Came a skilled sea-faring man, 

With his dory, to the right place ; 
Over hill and plain he brought her, 
Where the boatless Bearcamp water 

Comes winding down from White-Face. 

Quoth the skipper : " Ere she floats forth, 
I'm sure my pretty boat's worth 

At least, a name as pretty." 
On her painted side he wrote h, 
And the flag that o'er her floated 

Bore aloft the name of Jettie. 

On a radiant mom of summer, 
Elder g^est and latest comer 

Saw her wed the Bearcamp water ; 
Heard the name the skipper gave her, 
And the answer to the favour 

From the Bay State's graceful daughter. 

Then, a singer, richly gifted. 
Her charmM voice uplifted ; 

And the wood-thrush and song-sparrow, 
listened, dumb with envious pain, 
To the clear and sweet refrain 

WTiose notes they could not borrow. 
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Then the skipper plied his oar, 
And from off the shelving shore, 

Glided out the strange explorer ; 
Floating on, she knew not whither, — 
The tawny sands beneath her, 

The great hills watching o'er her. 

On, where the stream flows quiet 
As the meadows margin by it, 

Or widens out to borrow a 
New life from that wild water. 
The mountain giant's daughter, 

The pine-besung Chocorua. 

Or, *mid the tangling cumber 
And pack of mountain lumber 

That spring floods downward force, 
Over sunken snag, and bar 
Where the grating shallows are, 

The good boat held her course. 

Under the pine-dark highlands. 
Around the vine-hung islands, 

She ploughed her crooked furrow ; 
And her rippling and her lurches 
Scared the river eels and perches. 

And the musk-rat in his burrow. 

D 
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Every sober clam below her, 
Every sage and grave pearl-grower, 

Shut his rusty valves the tighter ; 
Crow called to crow complaining, 
And old tortoises sat craning 

Their leathern necks to sight her. 

So, to where the still lake glasses 
The misty mountain masses 

Rising dim and distant northward, 
And, with faint-drawn shadow pictures. 
Low shores, and dead pine spectres. 

Blends the skyward and the earthward, 

On she glided, overladen, 
With merry man and maiden 

Sending back their song and laughter, — 
While, perchance, a phantom crew, 
In a ghostly birch canoe, 

Paddled dumb and swiftly after! 

And the bear on Ossipee 
Climbed the topmost crag to see 

The strange thing drifting under ; 
And, through the haze of August, 
Passaconaway and Paugus 

Looked down in sleepy wonder. 
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All the pines that o'er her hung 
In mimic sea-tones sung 

The song familiar to her ; 
And the maples leaned to screen her, 
And the meadow-grass seemed greener, 

And the breeze more soft to woo her. 

The lone stream mystery-haunted, 
To her the freedom granted 

To scan its every feature. 
Till new and old were blended, 
And round them both extended 

The loving arms of Nature. 

Of these hills the little vessel 
Henceforth is part and parcel ; 

And on Bearcamp shall her log 
Be kept, as if by George's 
Or Grand Men^, the surges 

Tossed her skipper through the fog. 

And I, who, half in sadness, 
Recall the morning gladness 

Of life, at evening time. 
By chance, onlooking idly. 
Apart from all so widely. 

Have set her voyage to rhyme. 

D 2 
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Dies now the gay persistence 
Of song and laugh, in distance ; 

Alone with me remaining 
The stream, the quiet meadow. 
The hills in shine and shadow, 

ITie sombre pines complaining. 

And, musing here, I dream 
Of voyagers on a stream 

From whence is no returning, 
Under sealed orders going, 
Looking fon^'ard little knowing, 

Looking back with idle yearning. 

And I pray that every venture 
The port of peace may enter, 

That, safe from snag and fall 
And siren-haunted islet. 
And rock, the Unseen Pilot 

May guide us one and all. 



OUR AUTOCRAT. 
Read at Dr. Holmes' Breakfast.* 

His laurels fresh from song and lay, 
Romance, art, science, rich in all. 

And young of heart, how dare we say 
We keep his seventieth festival ? 

No sense is here of loss or lack ; 

Before his sweetness and his light 
The dial holds its shadow back, 

The charmM hours delay their flight. 

His still the keen analysis 
Of men and moods, electric wit, 

Free play of mirth, and tenderness 
To heal the slightest wound from it. 

And his the pathos touching all 
Life's sins and sorrows and regrets. 

Its hopes and fears, its final call 
And rest beneath the violets. 

His sparkling surface scarce betrays 
The thoughtful tide beneath it rolled, — 

* Written in honour of Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes' 
Mventieth birthday. 



54 OUR AUTOCRAT. 

The wisdom of the latter days, 
And tender memories of the old. 

What shapes and fancies, grave or gay. 
Before us at his bidding come ! 

The Treadmill tramp, the One-horse Shay, 
The dumb despair of Elsie's doom ! 

The tale of Avis and the Maid, 

The plea for lips that cannot speak. 

The holy kiss that Iris laid 

On Little Boston's pallid cheek ! 

Long may he live to sing for us 
His sweetest songs at evening time, 

And, like his Qiambered Nautilus, 
To holier heights of beauty climb ! 

lliough now unnumbered guests surround 
The table that he rules at will. 

Its Autocrat, however crowned, ' 
Is but our friend and comrade still. 

The world may keep his honoured name. 

The wealth of all his varied powers ; 
A stronger claim has love than fame^ 

And he himself is only ours ! 



GARRISON.* 

The storm and peril overpast, 

The hounding hatred shamed and still, 
Go, soul of freedom ! take at last 

The place which thou alone canst fill. 

Confirm the lesson taught of old — 
Life saved for self is lost, while they 

Who lose it in His service hold 
The lease of God's eternal day. 

Not for thyself, but for the slave 
Thy words of thunder shook the world ; 

No selfish griefs or hatred gave 
The strength wherewith thy bolts were 
hurled. 

From lips that Sinai's trumpet blew 
We heard a tender undersong ; 

Thy very wrath from pity grew, 
From love of man thy hate of wrong. 

Now past and present are as one ; 
The life below is life above ; 

1 Memorial verses vmtten on the death of the poet's 
(riend William Lloyd Garrison. 
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Thy mortal years have but begun 
The immortality of love. 

With somewhat of thy lofty faith 
We lay thy outworn garment by, 

Give death but what belongs to death 
And life the life that cannot die ! 

Not for a soul like thine the calm 
Of selfish ease and joys of sense ; 

But duty, more than crown or palm. 
Its own exceeding recompense. 

Go up and on ! thy day well done, 
Its morning promise well fulfilled, 

Arise to triumphs yet unwon. 
To holier tasks that God has willed. 

Go, leave behind thee all that mars 
The work below of man for man ; 

With the white legions of the stars 
Do service such as angels can. 

Wherever wrong shall right deny, 
Or suffering spirits urge their plea. 

Be thine a voice to smite the lie, 
A hand to set the captive free ? 



BAYARD TAYLOR. 

I. 

'And where now, Bayard, will thy foot- 
steps tend?" 
My sister asked our guest one winter's 

day. 
Smiling, he answered in the Friends' 
sweet way, 
Common to both, " Wherever thou shalt 

send ! 
What wouldst thou have me see for thee ? " 
She laughed. 
Her dark eyes dancing in the wood-fire's 

glow : 

" Loffoden Isles, the Kilpis, and the low, 

Unsetting sun on Finmark's fishing-craft." 

" All these and more I soon shall see for 

thee 1 " 

He answered cheerily : and he kept his 

pledge 
On Lapland snows, the North Cape's 
windy wedge, 
And Tromso freezing in its winter sea. 
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He went and came. But no man knows 

the track 
Of his last journey, and he comes not 

back! 

2. 

He brought us wonders of the new and old; 
We shared all climes with him. The 

Arab's tent 
To him its story-telling secret lent. 
And, pleased, we listened to the tales he 

told. 
His task, beguiled with songs that shall 
endure, 
In manly, honest thoroughness he 

wrought ; 
From humble home-lays to the heights 
of thought 
Slowly he climbed, but every step was sure. 
How, with the generous pride that friend- 
ship hath. 
We, who so loved him, saw at last the 

crown 
Of civic honour on his brows pressed 
down. 
Rejoiced, and knew not that the gift was 
death. 
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And now for hiniy whose praise in deaf- 
ened ears 

Two nations speak, we answer but with 
tears! 

3. 
O Vale of Chester ! trod by him so oft, 

Green as thy June turf keep his memor>'. 

Let 
Nor wood, nor dell, nor storied stream 
forget. 
Nor winds that blow round lonely Cedar- 
croft ; 
Let the home voices greet him in the far, 
Strange land that holds him ; let the 

messages 
Of love pursue him o'er the chartless 
seas 
And unmapped vastness of his unknown 

star! 
Love's language, heard beyond the loud 
discourse 
Of perishable fame, in every sphere 
Itself interprets ; and its utterance here 
Somewhere in God's unfolding universe 
Shall reach our traveller, softening the 
surprise 
Of his rapt gaze on unfamiliar skies ! 



A NAME. 

TO G. W. P. 

The name the Gallic exile bore, 
St. Malo ! from thy ancient mart, 

Became upon our Western shore 
Greenleaf for Feuillevert. 

A name to hear in soft accord 
Of leaves by hght winds overrun, 

Or read, upon the greening sward 
Of May, in shade and sun. 

The name my infant ear first heard 
Breathed softly with a mother's kiss 

His mother's own, no tenderer word 
My father spake than this. 

No child have I to bear it on ; 

Be thou its keeper ; let it take 
From gifts well used and duty done 

New beauty for thy sake. 
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The fair ideals that outran 

My halting footsteps seek and find — 
The flawless symmetr>' of man, 

The poise of heart and mind. 

Stand firmly where I felt the sway 
Of every wing that fancy flew, 

See clearly where I groped my way, 
Nor real from seeming knew. 

And wisely choose, and bravely hold 
Thy faith unswerved by cross or crown 

Like the stout Huguenot of old 
Whose name to thee comes down. 

As Marot's songs made glad the heart 
Of that lone exile, haply mine 

May in life's heavy hours impart 
Some strength and hope to thine. 

Yet when did Age transfer to Youth 
The hard-gained lessons of its day ? 

Each lip must learn the taste of truth. 
Each foot must feel its way. 

We cannot hold the hands of choice 
That touch or shun life's fateful keys ; 
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The whisper of the inward voice 
Is more than homilies. 

Dear boy 1 for whom the flowers are bom, 
Stars shine, and happy song-birds sing, 

What can my evening give to mom, 
My winter to thy spring ? 

A life not void of pure intent, 
With small desert of praise or blame. 

The love I felt, the good I meant, 
I leave thee with my name. 



THE MINISTER'S DAUGHTER. 

In the minister's morning sermon 
He had told of the primal fall, 

And how thenceforth the wrath of God 
Rested on each and all. 

And how, of His will and pleasure, 

All souls, save a chosen few, 
Were doomed to the quenchless bumin g 

And held in the way thereto. 

Yet never by faith's unreason 

A saintlier soul was tried, 
And never the harsh old lesson 

A tenderer heart belied. 

And, after the painful service 
On that pleasant Sabbath day, 

He walked with his litttle daughter 
Through the apple-bloom of May. 

Sweet in the fresh g^een meadows 
Sparrow and blackbird sung ; 
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Above him their tinted petals 
The blossoming orchards hung. 

Around on the wonderful glory 
The minister looked and smiled ; 

" How good is the Lord who gives us 
These gifts from His hand, my child ! 

" Behold in the bloom of apples 

And the violets in the sward 
A hint of the old, lost beauty 

Of the Garden of the Lord ! *' 

Then up spake the little maiden, 

Treading on snow and pink : 
" O father ! these pretty blossoms 

Are very wicked, I think. 

" Had there been no Garden of Eden 

There never had been a fall ; 
And if never a tree had blossomed 

God would have loved us all." 

** Hush, child ! " the father answered, 

" By His decree man fell ; 
His ways are in clouds and darkness, 

But He doeth all things well. 
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"And whether by His ordaining 

To us cometh good or ill, 
Joy or pain, or light or shadow, 

We must fear and love Him still." 

" Oh, I fear Him ! " said the daughter, 
** And I try to love Him, too ; 

But I wish He was good and gentle. 
Kind and loving as you." 

The minister groaned in spirit 

As the tremulous lips of pain 
And wide, wet eyes uplifted 

Questioned his own in vain. 

Bowing his head he pondered 

The words of the little one ; 
Had he erred in his life-long teaching ? 

Had he wrong to his Master done ? 

To what grim and dreadful idol 
Had he lent the holiest name ? 

Did his own heart, loving and human. 
The God of his worsl^ip shame ? 

And lo ! from the bloom and greenness. 
From the tender skies above, 

E 
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And the face of his little daughter, 
He read a lesson of love. 

No more as the clondy terror 

Of Sinai's mount of law, 
But as Christ in the Syrian lilies 

The vision of God he saw. 

And, as when, in the clefts of Horeb, 
Of old was His presence known, 

The dread Inefiable Glory 
Was Infinite Goodness alone. 

Thereafter his hearers noted 
In his prayers a tenderer strain. 

And never the gospel of hatred 
Burned on his lips again. 

And the scoffing tongue was prayerful. 
And the blinded eyes found sight. 

And hearts, as flint aforetime, 
Grew soft in his warmth and light. 



MY TRUST. 

A PICTURE memory brings to me : 
I look across the years and see 
Myself beside my mother's knee. 

I feel her gentle hand restrain 

My selfish moods, and know again 

A child's blind sense of wrong and pain. 

But wiser now, a man grey g^own, 
My childhood's needs are better known, 
My mother's chastening love I own. 

Grey grown, but in our Father's sight 
A child still groping for the light 
To read His works and ways aright 

I wait, in His good time to see 
That as my mother dealt with me 
So with His children dealeth He. 

I bow myself beneath His hand : 
That pain itself was wisely planned 
I feel, and partly understand. 

E 2 
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The joy that comes in sorrow's guise, 
The sweet pains of self-sacrifice, 
I would not have them otherwise. 

And what were life and death if sin 
Knew not the dread rebuke within, 
The pang of merciful discipline ? 

Not with thy proud despair of old, 
Crowned stoic of Rome's noblest mould ! 
Pleasure and pain alike I hold. 

I suffer with no vain pretence 
Of triumph over flesh and sense, 
Yet trust the grievous providence, 

How dark soe'er it seems, may tend. 
By ways I cannot comprehend, 
To some unguessed benignant end ; 

That every loss and lapse may gain 
The clear-aired heights by steps of pain, 
And never cross is borne in vain. 



THE TRAILING ARBUTUS. 

I WANDERED lonely where the pine-trees 

made 
Against the bitter East their barricade, 

And, guided by its sweet 
Perfume, I found, within a narrow dell, 
The trailing spring flower tinted like a 
shell 
Amid dry leaves and mosses at my feet. 

From under dead boughs, for whose loss 
the pines 

Moaned ceaseless overhead, the blossom- 
ing vines 
Lifted their glad surprise, 

While yet the bluebird smoothed in leaf- 
less trees 

His feathers ruffled by the chill sea- 
breeze, 
And snow-drifts lingered under April 
skies. 
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As, pausing, o'er the lonely flower I bent, 
I thought of lives thus lowly, clogged and 

pent. 
Which yet find room. 
Through care and cumber, coldness and 

decay, 
To lend a sweetness to the ungenial day 
And make the sad earth happier for their 

bloom. 




BY THEIR WORKS. 

Call him not heretic whose works attest 

His faith in goodness by no creed con- 
fessed. 

Whatever in love's name is truly done 

To free the bound and lift the fallen one, 

Is done to Christ. Whoso in deed and 
word 

Is not against Him, labours for our Lord. 

When He, who, sad and weary, longing 
sore 

For love's sweet service, sought the sisters* 
door, 

One saw the heavenly, one the human 
guest, 

But who shall say which loved the Master 
best? 



THE WORD. 

Voice of the Holy Spirit, making known 
Man to himself, a witness swift and 

sure. 
Warning, approving, true and wise and 
pure, 
Counsel and guidance that misleadeth 

none ! 
By thee the mystery of life is read ; 
The picture-writing of the world's grey 

seers, 
The myths and parables of the primal 
years, 
Whose letter kills, by thee interpreted 
Take healthful meanings fitted to our 
needs. 
And in the souPs vernacular express 
The common law of simple righteous- 
ness. 
Hatred of cant and doubt of human creeds 
May well be felt : the unpardonable sin 
Is to deny the Word of God within ! 



THE BOOK. 

Gallery of sacred pictures manifold, 
A minster rich in holy effigies, 
And bearing on entablature and frieze 
The hieroglyphic oracles of old. 
Along its transept aureoled martyrs sit ; 
And the low chancel side-lights half 

acquaint 
The eye with shrines of prophet, bard, 
and saint. 
Their age-dimmed tablets traced in doubt- 
ful writ ! 
But only when on form and word obscure 
Falls from above the white supernal 

light 
We read the mystic characters aright, 
And life informs the silent portraiture, 
Until we pause at last, awe-held, before 
The One ineffable P'ace, love, wonder, and 
adore. 



REQUIREMENT. 

We live by Faith ; but Faith is not the 
slave 
Of text and legend. Reason's voice 

and God's, 
Nature's and Duty's, never are at odds. 
What asks our Father of His children, 

save 
Justice and mercy and humility, 
A reasonable ser^-ice of good deeds, 
Pure living, tenderness to human needs, 
Reverence and trust, and prayer for light 

to see 
The Master's footprints in our daily ways ? 
No knotted scourge nor sacrificial knife, 
But the calm beauty of an ordered life 
Whose very breathing is unworded 

praise ! — 
A life that stands as all true lives have 

stood. 
Firm-rooted in the faith that God is Good. 



HELP. 

Dream not, O Soul, that easy is the task 
Thus set before thee. If it proves at 

length, 
As well it may, beyond thy natural 
strength. 
Faint not, despair not. As a child may ask 
A father, pray the Everlasting Good 
For light and guidance midst the sub- 
tle snares . 
Of sin thick planted in life's thorough- 
fares. 
For spiritual strength and moral hardi- 
hood ; 
Still listening, through the noise of time 
and sense, 
To the still whisper of the Inward 

Word; 
Bitter in blame, sweet in approval heard, 
Itself its own confirming evidence : 
To health of soul a voice to cheer and 

please, 
To guilt the wrath of the Eumenides. 



UTTERANCE. 

But what avail inadequate words to reach 
The innermost of Truth ? Who shall 

essay, 
Blinded and weak, to point and lead 
the way, 
Or solve its mystery in familiar speech ? 
Yet, if it be that something not thy own, 
Some shadow of the Thought to which 

our schemes. 
Creeds, cult, and ritual are at best but 
dreams, 
Is even to thy unworthiness made known. 
Thou mayst not hide what yet thou 
shouldst not dare 
To utter lightly, lest on lips of thine 
The real seem false, the beauty un- 
divine. 
So, weighing duty in the scale of prayer, 
Give what seems given thee. It may 

prove a seed 
Of goodness dropped in fallow-grounds of 
need. 
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ON A SUN-DIAL. 

FOR DR. HENRY I. BOWDITCH. 

With warning hand I mark Time's rapid 

flight 
From life's glad morning to its solemn 

.night ; 
Yet, through the dear God's love, I also 

show 
There's Light above me by the Shade 

below. 



ON A FOUNTAIN. 

FOR DOROTHEA L. DIX. 

Stranger and traveller 
Drink freely, and bestow 

A kindly thought on her 

Who bade this fountain flow, 
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Yet hath no other claim 
Than as the minister 

Of blessing in God's name. 
Drink, and in His peace go ! 



ORIENTAL MAXIMS. 



PARAPHRASE OF SANSCRIT 
TRANSLATIONS. 

THE INWARD JUDGE. 

FORM "INSTITUTES OF MANU." 

The soul itself its awful witness is. 
Say not in evil doing, "No one sees," 
And so offend the conscious One within, 
Whose ear can hear the silences of sin 
Ere they find voice, whose eyes unsleep- 
ing see 
The secret motions of iniquity. 

Nor in thy folly say, " I am alone." 
For, seated in thy heart, as on a throne. 
The ancient Judge and Witness liveth 

still. 
To note thy act and thought ; and as thy 

ill 



^ 
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Or good goes from thee, far beyond thy 

reach, 
T e solemn Doomsman's seal is set on 

each. 



LAYING UP TREASURE. 

FROM THE ** MAHIBHARATA." 

Before the Ender comes, whose cha- 
rioteer 

Is swift or slow Disease, lay up each year 

Thy harvests of well-doing, wealth that 
kings 

Nor thieves can take away. When all 
the things 

Thou callest thine, goods, pleasures, 
honours fall, 

Thou in thy virtue shalt survive them all. 



CONDUCT. 

FROM THE " MAHIBHaRATA." 

Heed how thou livest. Do no act by 
day 
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Which from the night shall drive thy 

peace away. 
In months of sun so live that months of 

rain 
Shall still be happy. Evermore restrain 
Evil and cherish good, so shall there be 
Another and a happier life for thee. 



I CALL the old time back : I bring my lay 
In tender memory of the summer day 
When, where our ns^ve river lapsed away» 

We dreamed it over, while the thrushes made 
Songs of their own, and the great pine-trees laid 
On warm noonlights the masses of their shade. 

And the was with us, living o'er again 

Her life in ours, despite of years and pain, — 

The Autumn's brightness after latter rain. 

Beautiful in her holy peace as one 

Who stands, at evening, when the work is done. 

Glorified in the setting of the sun ! 

Her memory makes our common landscape seem 
Fairer than any of which painters dream ; 
Lig^its the brown hills and sings in every stream ; 

For she whose speech was always truth's pure gold 
Heard, not unpleased, its simple legends told. 
And loved with us die beautiful and old. 




MABEL MARTIN, 

A HARVEST IDYL. 
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MABEL MARTIN. 
Part I. 

THE RIVER VALLEY. 

Across the level table-land, 
A grassy, rarely trodden way, 
With thinnest skirt of birchen spray 

And stunted growth of cedar^ leads 
To where you see the dull plain fall 
Sheer off, steep-slanted, ploughed by all 

The seasons' rain&lls. On its brink 
The over-leaning harebells swing. 
With roots half bare the pine-trees cling. 

And, through the shadow looking west, 
You see the wavering river flow 
Along a vale, that far below 

Holds to the sun, the sheltering hills, 
And glimmering water-line between, 
Broad fields of com and meadows green, 

And fruit-bent orchards grouped around 
The low brown roofs and painted eaves. 
And chimney-tops half hid in leaves. 
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No wanner valley hides behind 
Yon wind-scourged sand-dunes, cold 

and bleak ; 
No fairer river comes to seek 

The wave-sung welcome of the sea, 
Or mark the northmost border line 
Of sun-loved growths of nut and vine. 

Here, ground-fast in their native fields, 
Untempted by the city's gain. 
The quiet farmer folk remain 

Who bear the pleasant name of Friends, 
And keep their fathers' gentle ways 
And simple speech of Bible days ; 

In whose neat homesteads woman holds 
With modest ease her equal place. 
And wears upon her tranquil face 

The look of one who, merging not 
Her selj-hood in another's will, 
Is love's and duty's haiMmaid still. 

Pass with me down the path that winds 
Through birches to the open land. 
Where, close upon the river strand 



I 
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You mark a cellar, vine o emin. 
Above wliose waU of loosened stones 
The sumach lifts its reddening cones, 

And the black nightshade's berries shine. 
And broad, unsightly burdocks fold 
The household ruin, century-old. 

Here, in the dim colonial time 
Of sterner lives and gloomier faith, 
A woman lived, tradition saith. 

Who wrought her neighbours foul annoy, 
And witched and plagued the country 

side. 
Till at the hangman's hand she died. 

Sit with me while the westering day 
Falls slantwise down the quiet vale, 
And, haply, ere yon loitering sail, 

That rounds the upper headland, falls 
Below Deer Island's pines, or sees 
Behind it Hawkswood's belt of trees 

Rise black against the sinking sun, 
My idyl of its days of old, 
The valley's legend shall be told. 
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Part II. 

THE HUSKING. 

It was the pleasant harvest-time, 
When cellar-bins are closely stowed, 
And garrets bend beneath their load, 

And the old swallow-haunted bams, — 
Brown-gabled, long, and full of seams 
Through which the moted sunlight 
streams, 

And winds blow freshly in, to shake 
The red plumes of the roosted cocks, 
And the loose hay- mow's scented locks,— 

Are filled with summer's ripened stores, 
Its odorous grass and barley sheaves, 
From their low scaffolds to their eaves. 

On Esek Harden 's oaken floor, 
With many an autumn threshing worn, 
Lay the heaped ears of unhusked com. 
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And thither came young men and maids, 
Beneath a moon that, large and low, 
Lit that sweet eve of long ago. 

They took their places ; some by chance 
And others by a merry voice 
Or sweet smile guided to their choice. 

How pleasantly the rising moon, 
Between the shadow of the mows, 
Looked on them through the great elm- 
boughs ! 

On sturdy boyhood, sun-embrowned, 
On girlhood with its solid curves 
Of healthful strength and painless 
nerves ! 

And jests went round, and laughs that 
made 
The house-dog answer with his howl, 
And kept astir the barn -yard fowl ; 

And quaint old songs their fathers sung 
In Derby dales and Yorkshire moors, 
Ere Norman William trod their shores ; 
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And tales, whose merry license shook 
The fat sides of the Saxon thane, 
Forgetful of the hovering Dane, — 

Rude plays to Celt and Cimbri known, 
The charms and riddles that beguiled 
On Oxus' banks the young world's 
child, — 

That prinud picture-speech wherein 
Have youth and maid the story told, 
So new in each, so dateless old, 

Recalling pastoral Ruth in her 
Who waited, blushing and demure, 
The r-ed ear's kiss of forfeiture. 
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Part III. 

THE WITCH'S DAUGHTER. 

But stUl the sweetest voice was mute 
That river-valley ever heard 
From lips of maid or throat of bird ; 

For Mabel Martin sat apart, 
And let the hay-mow's shadow fall 
Upon the loveliest face of all. 

She sat apart, as one forbid, 
Who knew that none would condescend 
To own the Witch-wife's child a friend. 

The seasons scarce had gone their round 
Since curious thousands thronged to 

see 
Her mother at the gallows-tree ;* 

^ In '\3\^sacaC% History of Salem {Mass.) IViicAcra/it, 
will be found an account of the trial and execution of 
Susanna Martin for witchcraft. 
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And mocked the prison-palsied limbs 
That faltered on the fatal stairs, 
And wan lip trembling with its prayers ! 

Few questioned of the sorrowing child, 
Or, when they saw the mother die, 
Dreamed of the daughter's agony. 

They went up to their homes that day, 
As men and Christians justified : 
God willed it, and the wretch had died ! 

Dear God and Father of us all. 
Forgive our faith in cruel lies, — 
Forgive the blindness that denies ! 

Forgive Thy creature when he takes, 
For the all-perfect love Thou art. 
Some grim creation of his heart. 

Cast down our idols, overturn 
Our bloody altars ; let us see 
Thyself in Thy humanity ! 

Young Mabel from her mother's grave 
Crept to her desolate hearth-stone, 
And wrestled with her fate alone ; 
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With love, and anger, and despair, 
The phantoms of disordered sense, 
The awful doubts of Providence ! 



O, dreary broke the winter days. 
And dreary fell the winter nights 
When, one by one, the neighbouring 
lights 

Went out, and human sounds grew still, 
And all the phantom-peopled dark 
Closed round her hearth -fire's dying 
spark. 

And sunmier days were sad and long. 
And sad the uncompanioned eves , 
And sadder sunset-tinted leaves, 

And Indian Summer's airs of balm ; 
She scarcely felt the soft caress, 
The beauty died of loneliness ! 

The school-boys jeered her as they passed, 
And, when she sought the house of 

prayer. 
Her mother's curse pursued her there. 
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And still o'er many a neighbouring door 
She saw the horseshoe's curved charm, 
To guard against her mother's harm : 

That mother, poor and sick and lame, 
Who daily, by the old arm-chair, 
Folded her withered hands in prayer ; — 

Who turned, in Salem's dreary jail, 
Her worn old Bible o'er and o'er, 
When her dim eyes could read no 
more ! 

Sore tried and pained, the poor girl kept 
Her fiEiith, and trusted that her way. 
So dark, would somewhere meet the 
day. 

And still her weary wheel went round 
Day after day, with no relief : 
Small leisure have the poor for grief. 
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Part IV." 

THE CHAMPION. 

So in the shadow Mabel sits ; 
Untouched by mirth she sees and hears, 
Her smile is sadder than her tears. 

But cruel eyes have found her out, 
And cruel lips repeat her name, 
And taunt her with her mother's shame. 

She answered not with railing words, 
But drew her apron o'er her face. 
And, sobbing, glided from the place. 

And only pausing at the door, 
Her sad eyes met the troubled gaze 
Of one who, in her better days, 

Had been her warm and steady friend, 
Ere yet her mother's doom had made 
Even Esek Harden half afraid. 
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He felt that mute appeal of tears, 
And, starting, with an angry frown, 
Hushed all the wicked murmurs down. 

" Good neighbours mine,** he sternly said 
" This passes harmless mirth or jest ; 
I brook no insult to my guest. 

She is indeed her mother's child ; 
But God's sweet pity ministers 
Unto no whiter soul than hers. 

" Let Goody Martin rest in peace ; 
I never knew her harm a fly, 
And witch or not, God knows — not I. 

" I know who swore her life away ; 
And as God lives, I'd not condemn 
An Indian dog on word of them." 

The broadest lands in all the town. 
The skill to guide, the power to awe, 
Were Harden's ; and his word was law. 

None dared withstand him to his face. 
But one sly maiden spake aside : 
** The little witch is evil-eyed ! 
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" Her mother only killed a cow, 
Or witched a churn or dairy-pan ; 
But she, forsooth, must charm a man ? '' 
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Part V. 

IN THE SHADOW. 

Poor Mabel, homeward turning, passed 
The nameless terrors of the wood, 
And saw, as if a ghost pursued, 

Her shadow gliding in the moon ; 
The soft breath of the west- wind gave 
A chill as from her mother's grave. 

How dreary seemed the silent house ! 
Wide in the moonbeam's ghastly glare 
Its windows had a dead man's stare ! 

And, like a gaunt and spectral hand, 
The tremulous shadow of a birch 
Reached out and touched the door's 
low porch, 

As if to lift Its latch : hard by, 
A sudden warning call she heard, 
The night-cry of a broo ding bird. 

G 
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She leaned against the door ; her face, 
So fair, so young, so full of pain, 
White in the moonlight's silver rain. 

The river, on its pebbled rim, 
Made music such as childhood knew ; 
The door-yard tree was whispered 
through 

By voices such as childhood's ear 
Had heard in moonlight's long ago ; 
And through the willow-boughs below 

She saw the rippled waters shine ; 
Beyond, in waves of shade and light. 
The hills rolled off into the night. 

She saw and heard, but over all 
A sense of some transforming spell 
The shadow of her sick heart fell. 

And still across the wooded space 
The harvest lights of Harden s)iQO.€, 
And song and jest and laugh went on. 

And he, so gentle, true, and strong^ 
Of men the bravest and tb.e best. 
Had he, too» sccMrne4 her with the rest ? 
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She strove to drown her sense of wrong, 
And, in her old and simple way, 
To teach her bitter heart to pray. 

Poor child ! the prayer, begun in faith. 
Grew to a low, despairing cry 
Of utter misery : " Let me die 1 

" Oh ! take me from the scornful eyes, 
And hide me where the cruel speech 
And mocking finger may not reach ! 

** I dare not breathe my mother's name : 
A daughter's right I dare not crave 
To weep above her unblest grave ! 

" Let me not live until my heart, 
With few to pity, and with none 
To love me, hardens into stone. 

" O God ! have mercy on Thy child. 
Whose faith in Thee grows weak and 

small. 
And take me ere I lose it all ! " 

A shadow on the moonlight fell. 
And murmuring wind and wave became 
A voice whose burden was her name. 

G 2 
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Part VI. 

THE BETROTHAL. 

Had then God heard her? Had He sent 
His angel down ? In flesh and blood, 
Before her Esek Harden stood ! 

He laid his hand upon her arm : 
" Dear Mabel, this no more shall be ; 
Who scoffs at you must scoff at me. 

*' You know rough Esek Harden well ; 
And if he seems no suitor gay, 
And if his hair is touched with grey, 

*' The maiden grown shall never find 
His heart less warm than when she 

smiled, 
Upon his knees, a little child ! " 

Her tears of grief were tears of joy, 
As, folded in his strong embrace. 
She looked in Esek Harden's face. 
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" Oh, truest friend of all 1 " she said, 
*' God bless you for your kindly thought 
And make me worthy of my lot ! " 

He led her forth, and, blent in one, 
Beside their happy pathway ran 
The shadows of the maid and man. 

He led her through his dewy fields. 
To where the swinging lanterns glowed; 
And through the doors the huskers 
showed. 

** Good friends and neighbours !" Esek said, 
" Tm weary of this lonely life ; 
In Mabel see my chosen wife ! 

" She greets you kindly, one and all ; 
The past is past, and all offence 
Falls harmless from her innocence. 

" Henceforth she stands no more alone ; 
You know what Esek Harden is ; — 
He brooks no wrong to him or his. 

" Now let the merriest tales be told. 
And let the sweetest songs be sung 
That ever made the old heart young ! 
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" For now the lost has found a home ; 
And a lone heart shall brighter bum, 
As all the household joys return ! *' 

Oh, pleasantly the harvest-moon, 
Between the shadow of the mows, 
Looked on them through the great elm- 
boughs ! 

On Mabel's curls of golden hair, 
On Esek's shaggy strength it fell ; 
And the wind whispered, ** It is well ! " 




THE VISION OF ECHARD, 

AND OTHER POEMS. 



THE VISION OF ECHARD. 

TH£ he:iccx:^iZA Ecbard 
Sag, vora l;ni' va;^G»iikg5 £»-, 

l%7M!rt Maj3be;]g: sees tbt bridal 
Of tla<c: Mc««II« 3Zid Sarre. 

Fair mith its slopisg ^-iaevards 
Aod tairiiy chcsinm Uoom, 

The happy vale Aasooins sung 
For bolj Treves made room. 

On the shrine Helena bailded 
To keep the Christ coat well. 

On minster tower and kloster cross, 
The westering sunshine felL 

There, where the rock-hewn circles 
Overlooked the Roman's game. 

The veil of sleep fell on him. 
And his thought a dream became^ 

He felt the heart of silence 
Throb with a soundless word. 
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And by the inward ear alone 
A spirit's voice he heard. 

And the spoken word seemed written 

On air and wave and sod, 
And the bending walls of sapphire 

Blazed with the thought of God : 

'* What lack I, O My children ? 

All things are in My hand ; 
The vast earth and the awful stars 

I hold as grains of sand. 

** Need I your alms ? The silver 

And gold are Mine alone ; 
The gifts ye bring before Me 

Were evermore My own. 

" Heed I the noise of viols, 
Your pomp of masque and show ? 

Have I not dawns and sunsets ? 
Have I not winds that blow ? 

" Do I smell your gums of incense ? 

Is My ear with chantings fed .'* 
Taste I your wine of worship, 

Or eat your holy bread ? * 



i 
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*" Ye bov to ghastly symbols. 
To cross and scotuge and thorn ; 

Ye seek His Syrian manger 
Who in the heart is bom. 

" For the dead Christ, not the living, 
Ye watch His empt)- grave 

Whose life alone within vou 
Has power to bless and save. 

** O blind ones, outward groping. 

The idle quest forego ; 
Who listens to His inward voice 

Alone of Him shall know. 

" His love all love exceeding 
The heart must needs recall. 

Its self-surrendering freedom, 
Its loss that gaineth all. 

^^ Climb not the holy mountains, 
Their eagles know not Me ; 

Seek not the Blessed Islands, 
I dwell not in the sea. 

" The gods are gone for ever 
From Zanskar's glacier sides, 



■^ 
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And in the Buddha's footprints 
The Ceylon serpent glides. 

^ No more from shaded Delphos 
The weird responses come ; 

Dodona's oaks are silent, 
The Hebrew Bath-Col dumb ! 

" No more from rocky Horeb 

The smitten v/aters gush ; 
Fallen is Bethel's ladder, 

Quenched is the burning bush. 

** The jewels of the Urim 
And Thummim all are dim ; 

The fire has left the altar, 
The sign the teraphim. 

" No more in ark or hill-grove 

The Holiest abides ; 
Not in the scroll's dead letter 

The eternal secret hides. 

" The eye shall fail that searches 

For Me the hollow sky ; 
The far is even as the near, 

The low is as the high. 
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" What if the earth is hiding 
Her old faiths, long outworn ? 

What is it to the changeless truth 
That yours shall fail in turn ? 

" What if the overturned altar 
Lays bare the ancient lie ? 

What if the dreams and legends 
Of the world's childhood die ? 

" Have ye not still My witness 
Within yourselves alway, 

My hand that on the keys of life 
For bliss or bale I lay ? 

** Still, in perpetual judgment, 

I hold assize within, 
With sure reward of holiness. 

And dread rebuke of sin. 

'' A light, a guide, a warning, 

A presence ever near, 
Through the deep silence of the flesh 

I reach the inward ear. 

** My Gerizim and Ebal 
Are in each human soul. 
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The still, small voice of blessing, 
And Sinai's thunder-roll. 

" The stern behest of duty, 
The doom-book open thrown. 

The heaven ye seek, the hell ye fear. 
Are with yourselves alone." 



A gold and purple sunset 

Flowed down the broad Moselle ; 
On hills of vine and meadow lands 

The peace of twilight fell. 

A slow, cool wind of evening 
Blew over leaf and bloom ; 

And, faint and far, the Angelus 
Rang from Saint Matthew's tomb. 

Then up rose Master Echard, 
And marvelled ; " Can it be 

That here, in dream and vision, 
The Lord hath talked with me ? " 

He went his way ; behind him 
The shrines of saintly dead, 

y\i& holy coat and nail of cross, 
He left unvisited. 
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He sought the vale of Eltzbach 
His burdened soul to free, 

Where the foot-hills of the Eifel 
Are glassed in Laachersee. 

And, in his Order's kloster, 
He sat, in night-long parle, 

With Tauler of the Friends of God, 
And Nicolas of Basle. 

And lo ! the twain made answer: 
*' Yea, brother, even thus 

The Voice above all voices 
Hath spoken unto us. 

** The world will have its idols, 
And flesh and sense their sign ; 

But the blinded eyes shall open, 
And the gross ear be fine. 

" What if the vision tarry ? 

God's time is always best ; 
The true Light shall be witnessed, 

The Christ within confessed. 

" In mercy or in judgment 
He shall turn and overturn. 

Till the heart shall be His temple 
Where all of Him shall learn." 



THE WITCH OF WENHAM. 

I. 

Along Crane River's sunny slopes 
Blew warm the winds of May, 

And over Naumkeag's ancient oaks 
The green outgrew the grey. 

The grass was green on Rial-side, 

The early birds at will 
Waked up the violet in its dell, 

The wind-flower on its hill. 

" Where go you, in your Sunday coat ? 

Son Andrew, tell me, pray.'* 
'* For striped perch in Wenham Lake 

I go to fish to-day." 

" Unharmed of thee in Wenham Lake 
The mottled perch shall be : 

A blue-eyed witch sits on the bank 
And weaves her net for thee. 

U 
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" She weaves her golden hair ; she sings 
Her spell-song low and faint ; 

The wickedest witch in Salem jail 
Is to that g^rl a saint." 

** Nay, mother, hold thy cruel tongue ; 

God knows," the young man cried, 
" He never made a whiter soul 

Than hers by Wenham side. 

'^ She tends her mother sick and blind, 

And every want supplies ; 
To her above the blessed Book 

She lends her soft blue eyes. 

** Her voice is glad with holy songs. 
Her lips are sweet with prayer ; 

Go where you will, in ten miles round 
Is none more good and £siir." 

** Son Andrew, for the love of God 

And of thy mother, stay ! " 
She clasped her hands, she wept aloud, 

But Andrew rode away. 

O reverend sir, my Andrew's soul 
The Wenhaxn witch has cau^t ; 
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She holds him with the curlM gold 
Whereof her snare is wrought. 

'^ She charms him with her great blue eyes, 
She binds him with her hair ; 

Oh, break the spell with holy words, 
Unbind him with a prayer I *' 

" Take heart," the painful preacher said, 

** This mischief shall not be ; 
The witch shall perish in her sins 

And Andrew shall go free. 

" Our poor Ann Putnam testifies 

She saw her weave a spell, 
Bare-armed, loose-haired, at full of moon^ 

Around a dried-up welL 

" * Spring up, O well ! * she softly sang 

The Hebrew's old refrain 
(For Satan uses Bible words), 

Till water flowed amain. 

'' And many a goodwife heard her speak 

By Wenham water words 
That made the buttercups take wings 

And turn to yellow birds. 

H 2 



1 16 THE WITCH OF WENHAM. 

" They say that swarming wild bees seek 

The hive at her command ; 
And fishes swim to take their food 

From out her dainty hand. 

" Meek as she sits in meeting-time^ 

The godly minister 
Notes well the spell that doth compel 

The young men's eyes to her. 

'* The mole upon her dimpled chin 

Is Satan's seal and sign ; 
Her lips are red with evil bread 

And stain of unblest wine. 

" For Tituba, my Indian, saith 

At Quasycung she took 
The Black Man's godless sacrament 

And signed his dreadful book. 

*' Last night my sore-afflicted child 
Against the young witch cried. 

To take her Marshal Herrick rides 
Even now to Wenham side." 

The marshal in his saddle sat. 
His daughter at his knee ; 
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" I go to fetch that arrant witch, 
Thy fair playmate/' quoth he. 

" Her spectre walks the parsonage, 
And haunts both hall and stair ; 

They know her by the great blue eyes 
And floating gold of hair." 

** They lie, they lie, my father dear ! 

No foul old witch is she, 
But sweet and good and crystal-pure 

As Wenham waters be." 

" I tell thee, child, the Lord hath set 

Before us good and ill, 
And woe to all whose carnal loves 

Oppose His righteous will. 

" Between Him and the powers of hell 
Choose thou, my child, to-day : 

No sparing hand, no pitying eye, 
When God commands to slay ! " 

He went his way ; the old wives shook 

With fear as he drew nigh ; 
The children in the dooryards held 

Their breath as he passed by. 
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Too well they knew the gaunt grey horse 
The grim witch-hunter rode — 

The pale Apocalyptic beast 
By grisly Death bestrode. 
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H. 



Oh, fair the face of Wenham Lake 
Upon the young girl's shone. 

Her tender mouth, her dreaming eyes, 
Her yellow hair outblown. 

By happy youth and love attuned 

To natural harmonies, 
The singing birds, the whispering wind. 

She sat beneath the trees. 

Sat shaping for her bridal dress 
Her mother's wedding gown, 

When lo ! the marshal, writ in hand, 
From Alford hill rode down. 

His face was hard with cruel fear, 
He grasped the maiden's hands : 

" Come with me unto Salem town, 
For so the law commands 1 " 

** Oh, let me to my mothef say 
Farewell before I go 1" 



# 
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He closer tied her little hands 
Unto his saddle bow. 

** Unhand me/' cried she piteously, 
** For thy sweet daughter's sake." 

" 111 keep my daughter safe," he said, 
" From the witch of Wenham Lake." 

" Oh, leave me for my mother's sake, 

She needs my eyes to see." 
" Those eyes, young witch, the crows shall 
peck 

From off the gallows-tree." 

He bore her to a farm-house old, 

And up its stairway long. 
And closed on her the garret-door 

With iron bolted strong. 

The day died out, the night came down ; 

Her evening prayer she said, 
While, through the dark, strange £au:es 
seemed 

To mock her as she prayed. 

The present horror deepened all 
The fears her childhood knew ; 
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The awe wherewith the air was filled 
With every breath she drew. 

And could it be, she trembling asked, 

Some secret thought or sin 
Had shut good angels from her heart 

And let the bad ones in ? 

Had she in some forgotten dream 

Let go her hold on Heaven, 
And sold herself unwittingly 

To spirits unforgiven. 

Oh, weird and still the dark hours passed ; 

No human sound she heard, 
But up and down the chimney stack 

The swallows moaned and stirred. 

And o'er her, with a dread surmise 

Of evil sight and sound, 
The blind bats on their leathern wings 

Went wheeling round and round. 

Low hanging in the midnight sky 
Looked in a half-faced moon. 

Was it a dream, or did she hear 
Her lover's whistled tune ? 
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She forced the oaken scuttle back ; 

A whisper reached her ear : 
" Slide down the roof to me," it said, 

" So softly none may hear.** 

She slid along the sloping roof 

Till from its eaves she hung, 
And felt the loosened shingles yield 

To which her fingers clung. 

Below, her lover stretched his hands 
And touched her feet so small ; 

" Drop down to me, dear heart," he said, 
" My arms shall break the fall." 

He set her on his pillion soft, 
Her arms about him twined ; 

And, noiseless as if velvet-shod, 
They left the house behind. 

But when they reached the open way, 
Full ft-ee the rein he cast ; 
^Oh, never through the mirk midnight 
Rode man and maid more fast. 

Along the wild wood-paths they sped, 
The bridgeless streams they swam ; 
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At set of moon they passed the Bass, 
At sunrise Agawam. 

At high noon on the Merrimac 

The ancient ferryman 
Forgot, at times, his idle oars, 

So fair a freight to scan. 

And when from off his grounded boat 
He saw them mount and ride, 

" God keep her from the evil eye, * 
And harm of witch ! '' he cried. 

The maiden laughed, as youth will laugh 

At all its fears gone by ; 
** He does not know,*' she whispered low, 

'* A little witch am I.'' 

All day he urged his weary horse. 

And, in the red sundown, 
Drew rein before a friendly door 

In distant Berwick town. 

A fellow-feeling for the wronged 

The Quaker people felt ; 
And safe beside their kindly hearths 

The hunted maiden dwelt. 
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Until from off its breast the land 

The haunting horror threw, 
And hatred, bom of ghastly dreams, 

To shame and pity grew. 

Sad were the year's spring moms, and 
sad 

Its golden summer day. 
But blithe and glad its withered fields, 

And skies of ashen grey ; 

For spell and charm had power no more. 
The spectres ceased to roam, 

And scattered households knelt again 
Around the hearths of home. 

And when once more by Beaver Dam 

The meadow-lark outsang, 
And once again on all the hills 

The early violets sprang, 

And all the windy pasture slopes 

Lay green within the arms 
Of creeks that bore the salted sea 

To pleasant inland farms. 
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The smith filed off the chains he forged, 

The jail-bolts backward fell ; 
And youth and hoary age came forth 

Like souls escaped from hell. 



r 
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What Presence from the heavenly heights 
To those of earth stoops down ? 

Not vainly Hellas dreamed of gods 
On Ida's snowy crown ! 

Slow fades the vision of the sky, 

The golden water pales. 
And over all the valley-land 

A grey- winged vapour sails. 
I go the common way of all ; 

The sunset fires will bum, 
The flowers will blow, the river flow, 

When I no more return. 
No whisper from the mountain pine 

Nor lapsing stream shall tell 
The stranger, treading where I tread* 

Of him who loved them well 

But beauty seen is never lost, 

God's colours all are fast ; 
The glory of this sunset heaven 

Into my soul has passed, — 
A sense of gladness unconfined 

To mortal date or clime ; 
As the soul liveth, it shall live 

Beyond the years of time. 
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Beside the mystic asphodels 
Shall bloom the home-born flowers, 

And new horizons flush and glow 
With sunset hues of ours. 

Farewell ! these smiling hills must wear 

Too soon their wintry frown, 
And snow -cold winds from off them shake 

The maple's red leaves down. 
But I shall see a summer sun 

Still setting broad and low ; 
The mountain slopes shall blush and 
bloom. 

The golden water flow. 
A lover's claim is mine on all 

I see to have and hold, — 
The rose-light of perpetual hills, 

And sunsets never cold J 



THE SEEKING OF THE WATER- 
FALL. 

They left their home of summer ease 
Beneath the lowland's sheltering trees, 
To seek, by ways unknown to all, 
The promise of the waterfall. 

Some vague, faint rumour to the vale 
Had crept — perchcmce a hunter's tale — 
Of its wild mirth of waters lost 
On the dark woods through which it tossed. 

Somewhere it laughed and sang ; some- 
where 
Whirled in mad dance its misty hair ; 
But who had raised its veil, or seen 
The rainbow skirts of that Undine ? 

They sought it where the mountain brook 
Its swift way to the valley took ; 
Along the rugged slope they clomb, 
Their guide a thread of sound and foam. 
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Height after height they slowly won ; 
The fiery javelins of the sun 
Smote the bare ledge ; the tangled shade 
With rock and vine their steps delayed. 



Hut, through leaf-openings, now and then 
They saw the cheerful homes of men, 
And the great mountains with their wall 
Of misty purple girdling all. 

The leaves through which the glad winds 

blew 
Shared the wild dance the waters knew ; 
And where the shadows deepest fell 
The wood-thrush rang his silver bell. 

Fringing the stream, at every turn 
Swung low the waving fronds of fern ; 
From stony cleft and mossy sod 
Pale asters sprang, and golden-rod. 

And still the water sang the sweet, 
Glad song that stirred its gliding feet, 
And found in rock and root the keys 
Of its beguiling melodies. 

I 2 
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Beyond, above, its signals flew 
Of tossing foam the birch-trees through \ 
Now seen, now lost, but baffling still 
The weary seekers' slackening wilL 

Each called to each : " Lo here ! Lo there ! 
Its white scarf flutters in the air! " 
They climbed anew ; the vision fled. 
To beckon higher overhead. 

So toiled they up the mountain-slope 
With faint and ever fainter hope ; 
With faint and fainter voice the brook 
Still bade them listen^ pause, and look. 

Meanwhile below the day was done ; 
Above the tall peaks saw the sun 
Sink, beam-shorn, to its misty set 
Behind the hills of violet. 

** Here ends our quest ! ^ the seekers cried, 
** The brook and rumour both have lied ! 
The phantom of a waterfall 
Has led us at its beck and call." 

But one, with years grown wiser, said 
So, always baffled, not misled. 
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We follow where before us runs 
The vision of the shining ones. 

" Not where they seem their signals fly, 
Their voices while we listen die ; 
We cannot keep, however fleet, 
The quick time of their winged feet. 

^ From youth to age unresting stray 
These kindly mockers in our way ; 
Yet lead they not, the baffling elves, 
To something better than themselves ? 

*' Here, though unreached the goal we 

sought. 
Its own reward our toil has brought : 
The winding water's sounding rush, 
The long note of the hermit thrush, 

" The turquoise lakes, the glimpse of pond 
And river track, and, vast, beyond 
Broad meadows belted round with pines, 
The grand uplift of mountain lines ! 

" What matter though we seek with pain 
The garden of the gods in vain. 
If lured thereby we climb to greet 
Some wayside blossom Eden-sweet ? 
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" To seek is better than to gain, 
The fond hope dies as we attain ; 
Life's fairest things are those which seem, 
The best is that of which we dream. 

" Then let us trust our waterfall 
Still flashes down its rocky wall, 
With rainbow crescent curved across 
Its sunlit spray from moss to moss. 

" And we, forgetful of our pain, 
In thought shall seek it oft again ; 
Shall see this aster-blossomed sod, 
This sunshine of the golden-rod, 

" And haply gain, through parting boughs, 
Grand glimpses of great mountain brows 
Cloud-turbaned, and the sharp steel sheen 
Of lakes deep set in valleys green. 

" So failure wins ; the consequence 
Of loss becomes its recompense ; 
And evermore the end shall tell 
The unreached ideal guided well. 

" Our sweet illusions only die 
Fulfilling love*s sure prophecy ; 
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And every wish for better things 
An undreamed beauty nearer brings. 

" For fate is servitor of love ; 
Desire and hope and longing prove 
The secret of immortal youth, 
And Nature cheats us into truth, 

" O kind allurers, wisely sent, 
Beguiling with benign intent, 
Still move us, through divine unrest. 
To seek the loveliest and the best ! 

** Go with us when our souls go free, 
And, in the clear, white light to be, 
Add unto Heaven's beatitude 
The old delight of seeking good ! " 




JUNE ON THE MERRIMAC. 

O DWELLERS in the stately towns, 

What come ye out to see ? 
This common earth, this common sky, 

This water flowing free ? 

As g^ly as these kalmia flowers 
Your door-yard blossoms spring ; 

As sweetly as these wild wood birds 
Your cagM minstrels sing. 

You find but common bloom and green, 

The rippling river's rune, 
The beauty which is everywhere 

Beneath the skies of June ; 

The Hawkswood oaks, the storm- torn 
plumes 

Of old pine-forest kings, 
Beneath whose century-woven shade 

Deer Island's mistress sings. 
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And here are pictured Artichoke^ 

And Curson's bowery mill ; 
And Pleasant Valley smiles between 

The river and the hill. 

You know full well these banks of bloom, 

The upland's wavy line. 
And how the sunshine tips with fire 

The needles of the pine. 

Yet, like some old remembered psalm. 

Or sweet, familiar face, 
Not less because of commonness 

You love the day and place. 

And not in vain in this soft air 
Shaill hard- strung nerves relax. 

Not all in vain the o'erworn brain 
Forego its daily tax. 

The lust of power, the greed of gain 

Have all the year their own ; 
The haunting demons well may let 

Our one bright day alone. 

Unheeded let the newsboy call. 
Aside the ledger lay i 
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The world will keep his tread-mill step 
Though we fall not to-day. 

The truants of life's weary school. 

Without excuse from thrift 
We change for once the gains of toil 

For God's unpurchased gift. 

From ceilkl rooms, from silent books, 
From crowded car and town, 

Dear Mother Earth, upon thy lap 
We lay our tired heads down. 

Cool, summer wind, our heated brows ; 

Blue river, through the g^een 
Of clustering pines, refresh the eyes 

Which all too much have seen. 

For us these pleasant woodland ways 
Are thronged with memories old, 

Have felt the grasp of friendly hands 
And heard love's story told. 

A sacred presence overbroods 
The earth whereon we meet ; 

These winding forest-paths are trod 
By more than mortal feet. 
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Old friends called from us by the voice 
Which they alone could hear, 

From mystery to mystery. 
From life to life, draw near. 

More closely for the sake of them 
Each other's hands we press ; 

Our voices take from them a tone 
Of deeper tenderness. 

Our joy is theirs, their trust is ours. 

Alike below, above. 
Or here or there, about us fold 

The arms of one great love ! 

We ask to-day no countersign. 

No party names we own ; 
Unlabelled, individual. 

We bring ourselves alone. 

What cares the unconventioned wood. 

For pass-words of the town .^ 
The sound of fashion's shibboleth 

The laughing waters drown. 

Here cant forgets his dreary tone, 
And care his face forlorn ; 
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The liberal air and sunshine laugh 
The bigot's zeal to scorn. 

From manhood's weary shoulder falls 

His load of selfish cares ; 
And woman takes her rights as flowers 

And brooks and birds take theirs. 

The license of the happy woods, 
The brook's release, are ours ; 

The freedom of the unshamed wind 
Among the glad-eyed flowers. 

Yet here no evil thought finds place, 
Nor foot profane comes in ; 

Our grove, like that of Samothrace, 
Is set apart from sin. 

We walk on holy ground ; above 

A sky more holy smiles ; 
The chant of the beatitudes 

Swells down these leafy aisles. 

Thanks to the gracious Providence 
That brings us here once more ; 

For memories of the good behind 
And hopes of good before ! 
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And if, unknown to us, sweet days 

Of June like this must come, 
Unseen of us these laurels clothe 

The river-banks, with bloom ; 

And these green paths must soon be trod 

By other feet than ours, 
Full long may annual pilgrims come 

To keep the Feast of Flowers ; 

The matron be a girl once more, 

The bearded man* a boy, 
And we, in heaven's eternal June, 

Be glad for earthly joy 3 




HYMN OF THE DUNKERS. 

KLOSTER KKDAR, EPHRATA, PENNSYL- 
VANIA. 1738. 

SISTER MARIA CHRISTINA singS. 

Wake, sisters, wake ! the day-star shines ! 
Above Ephrata's eastern pines 
The dawn is breaking, cool and calm. 
Wake, sisters, wake to prayer and psalm ! 

Praised be the Lord for shade and light, 
For toil by day, for rest by night ! 
Praised be His name who deigns to bless 
Our Kedar of the wilderness \ — 

Our refuge when the spoiler's hand 
Was heavy on our native land ; 
And freedom, to her children due, 
The wolf and vulture only knew. 

We praised Him when to prison led. 
We owned Him when the stake blazed red ; 
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We knew, whatever might befall, 
His love and power were over all. 

He heard our prayers ; with outstretched 

arm 
He led us forth from cruel harm ; 
Still, wheresoe'er our steps were bent. 
His cloud and fire before us went ! 

The watch of faith and prayer He set, 
We kept it then, we keep it yet. 
At midnight, crow of cock, or noon, 
He cometh sure, He cometh soon. 

He comes to chasten, not destroy, 
To purge the earth from sin's alloy. 
At last, at last shall all confess 
His mercy as His righteousness. 

The dead shall live, the sick be whole. 
The scarlet sin be white as wool ; 
No discord mar below, above, 
The music of eternal love ! 

Sound, welcome trump, the last alarm ! 
Lord God of hosts, make bare Thine arm ! 
Fulfil this day our long desire, 
Make sweet and clean the world with fire ! 
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Sweep, flaming besom, sweep from sight 
The lies of time ; be swift to smite, 
Sh^rp sword of God, all idols down, 
Genevan creed and Roman crown. 

Quake, earth, through all thy zones, till 

all 
The fanes of pride and priestcraft fall ; 
And lift thou up in place of them 
Thy gates of pearl, Jerusalem ! 

Lo ! rising from baptismal flame. 
Transfigured, glorious, yet the same. 
Within the heavenly city's bound 
Our Kloster Kedar shall be found. 

He Cometh soon ! at davni or noon 
Or set of sun. He cometh soon. 
Our prayers shall meet Him on His way ; 
Wake, sisters, wake ! arise and pray ! 



IN THE "OLD SOUTH.'' > 

1677. 

She came and stood in the old South 
Church, 

A wonder and a sign, 
With a look the old time sibyls wore, 

Half-crazed and half-divine. 

Save the mournful sackcloth about her 
wound 
Unclothed as the primal mother, 
With limbs that trembled and eyes that 
blazed 
With a fire she dared not smother. 

Loose on her shoulders fell her hair 

With sprinkled ashes grey, 
She stood in the broad aisle strange and 
weird 

As a soul at the judgment day. 

> Boston, U.S. 
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And the minister paused in his sermon's 
midst, 

And the people held their breath, 
For these were the words the maiden spoke 

Through lips as pale as death : 

** Thus saith the Lord, with equal feet 
All men My courts shall tread, 

And priest and ruler no more shall eat 
My people up like bread ! 

" Repent t repent ! ere the Lord shall speak 
In thunder and breaking seals ! 

Let all souls worship Him in the way 
His light within reveals.'' 

She shook the dust from her naked feet. 
And her sackcloth closer drew, 

And into the porch of the awe-hushed 
church 
She passed like a ghost from view. 

They whipped her away at the tail o' the 
cart 

Through half the streets of the town. 
But the words she uttered that day nor fire 

Could bum nor water drown* 
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And now the aisles of the ancient church 

By equal feet are trod, 
And the bell that swings in its bdfry rings 

Freedom to worship God I 

And now whenever a wrong is done 
It thrills the conscious walls ; 

The stone from the basement cries aloud 
And the beam from the timber calls. 

There are steeple-houses on every hand. 
And pulpits that bless and ban^ 

And the Lord will not grudge the single 
church 
That is set apart for man. 

For in two commandments are all the law 
And the prophets tmder the sun, 

And the first is last and the last is first. 
And the twain are verily one. 

So, long as Boston shall Boston be> 
And her bay-tides rise and fall, 

Shall freedom stand in the Old South 
Church 
And plead for the rights of all 1 

K 2 
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LEXINGTON. 

1775- 

No Berserk thirst of blood had they, 
No battle-joy was theirs, who set 
Against the alien bayonet 

Their homespun breasts in that old day. 

Their feet had trodden peaceful ways ; 

They loved not strife, they dreaded pain ; 

They saw not, what to us is plain. 
That God would make man's wrath his 
praise. 

No seers were they, but simple men ; 
Its vast results the future hid : 
The meaning of the work they did 

Was strange and dark and doubtful then. 

Swift as their summons came they left 
The plough mid-furrow standing still, 
The half-ground com grist in the mill, 

The spade in earth, the axe in cleft. 
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They went where duty seemed to call. 
They scarcely asked the reason why ; 
They only knew they could but die, 

And death was not the worst of all ! 



Of man for man the sacrifice, 
All that was theirs to give, they gave. 
The flowers that blossomed from their 
grave 

Have sown themselves beneath all skies. 



Their death-shot shook the feudal tower, 
And shattered slavery's chain as well ; 
On the sky's dome, as on a bell, 

Its echo struck the world's great hour. 

That fateful echo is not dumb : 
The nations listening to its sound 
Wait, from a century's vantage-ground 

The holier triumphs yet to come, — 

The bridal time of Law and Love, 
The gladness of the world's release, 
When, war-sick, at the feet of Peace 

The hawk shall nestle with the dove !— 
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The golden age of brotherhood 
Unknown to other rivakies 
Than of the mild humanities. 

And gracious interchange of good. 

When closer strand shall lean to strand. 
Till meet, beneath saluting flags, 
The eagle of our mountain-crags. 

The lion of our Motherland ! 




CENTENNIAL HYMN.» 

I. 

Our fathers' God ! from out whose hand 
The centuries fall like grains of sand, 
We meet to-day, united, free. 
And loyal to our land and Thee, 
To thank Thee for the era done, 
And trust Thee for the opening one, 

II. 

Here, where of old, by Thy design. 
The fathers spake that word of Thine 
Whose echo is the glad refrain 
Of rended bolt and falling chain, 
To grace our festal time, from all 
The zones of earth our guests we calL 

IIL 

Be with us while the New World greets 
The Old World thronging all its streets, 
Unveiling all the triumphs won 
By art or toil beneath the sun ; 

^ Written for the opening of the Contennial Exposi* 
tioa held at Philadelphia in July, 2876. 
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And unto common good ordain 
This rivalship of hand and brain. 

IV. 

Thou, who hast here in concord furled 
The war flags of a gathered world, 
Beneath our Western sides fulfil 
The Orient's mission of good-will, 
And, freighted with love's Golden Fleece, 
Send back its Argonauts of peace. 

V. 

For art and labour met in truce, 
For beauty made the bride of use. 
We thank Thee ; but, withal, we crave 
The austere virtues strong to save. 
The honour proof to place or gold, 
The manhood never bought nor sold ! 

VI. 

Oh make Thou us, through centuries long, 
In peace secure, in justice strong : 
Around our gift of freedom draw 
The safeguards of Thy righteous law ; 
And, cast in some diviner mould. 
Let the new cycle shame the old ! 



THIERS. 

I. 

Fate summoned, in grey-bearded age, to 

act 
A history stranger than his written fact. 
Him who portrayed the splendour and 
the gloom 
Of that great hour when throne and altar 

fell 
With long death-groan which still is 
audible. 
He, when around the walls of Paris 
rung 
The Prussian bugle like the blast ol 
doom, 
And every ill which follows unblest war 
Maddened all France from Finist^ to 
Var, 
The weight of fourscore from his 
shoulders flung. 
And guided Freedom in the path he saw 
Lead out of chaos into light and law, 
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Peace, not imperial, but republican. 
And order pledged to all the Rights of 
Man. 

II. 

Death called him from a need as imminent 
As that from which the Silent William 

went 
When powers of evil, like the smiting seas 
On Holland's dikes, assailed her liberties. 
Sadly, while yet in doubtful balance hung 
The weal and woe of France, the bells 

were rung 
For her lost leader. Paralyzed of will, 
Above his bier the hearts of men stood 

stilL 
Then, as if set to his dead lips, the horn 
Of Roland wound once more to rouse and 

warn, 
The old voice filled the air ! His last 

brave word 
Not vainly France to all her boundaries 

stirred. 
Strong as in life, he still for Freedom 

wrought. 
As the dead Cid at red Toloso fought. 



FITZ-GREENE HALLECK. 

AT THE UNVEILING OF HIS STATUE IN 
CENTRAL PARK, NEW YORK. 

Among their graven shapes to whom 

Thy civic wreaths belong, 
O city of his love, make room 

For one whose gift was song. 

Not his the soldier's sword to wield, 

Nor his the helm of state. 
Nor glory of the stricken field. 

Nor triumph of debate. 

In common ways, with common men, 

He served his race and time 
As well as if his clerkly pen 

Had never danced to rhyme. 

If, in the thronged and noisy mart. 

The Muses found their son, 
Could any say his tuneful art 

A duty left undone ? 
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He toiled and sang ; and year by year 
Men found their homes more sweet, 

And through a tenderer atmosphere 
Looked down the brick-walled street. 

The Greek's wild onset Wall Street knew 
The Red King walked Broadway ; 

And Alnwick Castle's roses blew 
From Palisades to Bay. 

Fair City by the Sea ! upraise 
His veil with reverent hands ; 

And mingle with thy own the praise 
And pride of other lands. 

Let Greece his fiery lyric breathe 

Above our hero-urns ; 
And Scotland, with her holly, wreathe 

The flower he culled for Bums. 

O, stately stand thy palace walls. 
Thy tall ships ride the seas ; 

To-day thy poet's name recalls 
A prouder thought than these. 

Not less thy pulse of trade shall beat, 
Nor less thy tall fleets swim. 
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That shaded square and dusty street 
Are classic ground through him. 

Alive, he loved, like all who sing, 

The echoes of his song ; 
Too late the tardy meed we bring, 

The praise delayed so long. 

Too late, alas ! Of all who knew 

The living man, to-day 
Before his unveiled face, how few 

Make bare their locks of grey ! 

Our lips of praise must soon be dumb, 

Our grateful eyes be dim ; 
O brothers of the days to come, 

Take tender charge of him ! 

New hands the wires of song may sweep, 

New voices challenge fame ; 
But let no moss of years o'ercreep 

The lines of Halleck's name. 
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WILLIAM FRANCIS BARTLETT. 

O, WELL may Essex sit forlorn 
Beside her sea-blown shore ; 

Her well beloved, her noblest bom, 
Is hers in life no more ! 

No lapse of years can render less 
Her memory's sacred claim ; 

No fountain of forgetfulness 
Can wet the lips of Fame. 

A grief alike to wound and heal, 
A thought to soothe and pain, 

The sad, sweet pride that mothers feel 
To her roust still remain. 

Good men and true she has not lacked^ 
And brave roen yet shall be ; 

The perfect flower, the crowning fact. 
Of all her years was he ! 

As Galahad pure, as Merlin sage, 
What worthier knight was found 
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To grace in Arthur's golden age 
The fabled Table Round ? 



A voice, the battle's trumpet-note, 

To welcome and restore ; 
A hand, that all unwilling smote. 

To heal and build once more 1 

A soul of fire, a tender heart 
Too warm for hate, he knew 

The generous victor's graceful part 
To sheathe the sword he drew. 

When Earth, as if on evil dreams. 

Looks back upon her wars, 
And the white light of Christ outstrcams 

From the red disk of Mars, 

His fame who led the stormy van 

Of battle well may cease, 
But never that which crowns the man 

Whose victory was Peace. 

Mourn, Essex, on thy sea-blown shore 

Thy beautiful and brave, 
Whose failing hand the olive bore, 

Whose dying lips forgave I 
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Let age lament the youthful chief, 

And tender eyes be dim ; 
The tears are more of joy than grief 

That fall for one like him ! 



THE TWO ANGELS. 

God called the nearest angels who dwell 

with Him above : 
The tenderest one was Pity, the dearest 

one was Love. 

" Arise," He said, " My angels ! a wail of 

woe and sin 
Steals through the gates of heaven, and 

saddens all within. 

** My harps take up the mournful strain 
that from a lost world swells. 

The smoke of torment clouds the light 
and blights the asphodels. 

** Fly downward to that under world, and 

on its souls of pain 
Let Love drop smiles like sunshine, and 

Pity tears like rain ! ** 

L 
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Two faces bowed before the Throne veiled 

in their golden hair ; 
Four white wings lessened swiftly down 

the dark abyss of air. 

The way was strange, the flight was long ; 

at last the angels came 
Where swung the lost and nether world, 

red-wrapped in rayless flame. 

There Pity, shuddering, wept ; but Love, 
with faith too strong for fear, 

Took heart from God's almightiness and 
smiled a smile of cheer. 

And lo ! that Tear of Pity quenched the 

flame whereon it fell. 
And, with the sunshine of that smile, hope 

entered into hell ! 

Two unveiled faces full of joy looked up- 
ward to the Throne, 

Four white wings folded at the- feet of Him 
who sat thereon ! 

And deeper than the sound of seas, more 
soft than falling flake, 
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Amidst the hush of wing and song the 
Voice Eternal spake : 

" Welcome, my angels ! ye have brought 

a holier joy to heaven ; 
Henceforth its sweetest song shall be the 

song of sin forgiven ! " 
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THE LIBRARY. 

SUNG AT THE OPENING OF THE HAVER- 
HILL LIBRARY. 

** Let there be light ! " God spake of 

old, 
And over chaos dark and cold, 
And, through the dead and formless frame 
Of nature, life and order came. 

Faint was the light at first that shone 
On giant fern and mastodon. 
On half-formed plant and beast of prey, 
And man as rude and wild as they. 

Age after age, like waves, o'erran 
The earth, uplifting brute and man ; 
And mind, at length, in symbols dark 
Its meanings traced on stone and bark. 

On leaf of palm, on sedge- wrought roll. 
On plastic clay and leathern scroll, 
Man wrote his thoughts ; the ages passed, 
And lo ! the Press was found at last ! 
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Then dead souls woke ; the thoughts of 

men 
Whose bones were dust revived again ; 
The cloister's silence found a tongue, 
Old prophets spake, old poets sung. 

And here, to-day, the dead look down, 
The kings of mind again we crown ; 
We hear the voices lost so long. 
The sage's word, the sibyVs song. 

Here Greek and Roman find themselves 
Alive along these crowded shelves ! 
And Shakespeare treads again his stage, 
And Chaucer paints anew his age. 

As if some Pantheon's marbles broke 
Their stony trance, and lived and spoke, 
Life thrills along the alcoved hall, 
The lords of thought await our call ! 



THE HENCHMAN. 

My lady walks her morning round, 
My lady's page her fleet greyhound, 
My ladjr's hair the fond winds stir. 
And all the birds make songs for her. 

Her thrushes sing in Rathburn bowers, 
And Rathburn side is gay with flowers ; 
But ne'er like hers, in flower or bird. 
Was beauty seen or music heard. 

The distance of the stars is hers ; 
The least of all her worshippers. 
The dust beneath her dainty heel, 
She knows not that I see or feel. 

O proud and calm ! — she cannot know 
Where'er she goes with her I go ! 

cold and fair ! — she cannot guess 

1 kneel to share her hound's caress ! 

Gay knights beside her hunt and hawk, 
I rob their ears of her sweet talk ; 
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Her suitors come from east and west, 
I steal her smiles from every guest. 

Unheard of her, in loving words, 

I greet her with the song of birds ; 

I reach her with her green-armed bowers, 

I kiss her with the lips of flowers. 

The hound and I are on her trail, 
The wind and I uplift her veil ; 
As if the calm, cold moon she were. 
And I the tide, I follow her. 

As unrebuked as they, I share 
The license of the sun and air. 
And in a common homage hide 
My worship from her scorn and pride. 

World-wide apart, and yet so near, 
I breathe her charmed atmosphere. 
Wherein to her my service brings 
The reverence due to holy things. 

Her maiden pride, her haughty name, 
My dumb devotion shall not shame ; 
The love that no return doth crave 
To knightly levels lifts the slave. 
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No lance have I, in joust or fi^ht, 
To splinter in my lady's sight ; 
Hut, at her feet, how blest were I 
For any need of hers to die I 



KING SOLOMON AND THE ANTS. 

Out from Jerusalem 
The king rode with his great 
War chiefs and lords of state, 

And Sheba's queen with them, 

Comely, but black withal, 
To whom, perchance, belongs 
That wondrous Song of songs, 

Sensuous and mystical, 

Whereto devout souls turn 
In fond, ecstatic dream, 
And through its earth-bom theme 

The Love of loves discern. 

Proud in the Syrian sun, 

In gold and purple sheen. 

The dusky Ethiop queen 
Smiled on King Solomon. 




I70 KING SOLOMON AND 

Wisest of men, he knew. 
The languages of all 
The creatures great or small 

That trod the earth or flew. 

Across an ant-hill led 

The king's path, and he heard 
Its small folk, and their word 

He thus interpreted : 

" Here comes the king men greet 
As wise and good and just, 
To crush us in the dust 

Under his heedless feet." 

The great king bowed his head, 
And saw the wide surprise 
Of the Queen of Sheba's eyes 

As he told her what they said. 

** O king ! " she whispered sweet, 
" Too happy fate have they 
Who perish in thy way 

Beneath thy gracious feet ! 

" Thou of the God-lent crown, 
Shall these vile creatures dare 
Murmur against thee where 

The knees of kings kneel down ? ** 
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** Nay," Solomon replied, 

** The wise and strong should seek 

The welfare of the weak," 
And turned his horse aside. 

His train, with quick alarm, 
Curved with their leader round 
The ant-hill's peopled mound, 

And left it free from harm. 

The jewelled head bent low ; 

" O king ! " she said, " henceforth 

The secret of thy worth 
And wisdom well I know. 

'* Happy must be the State 

Whose ruler heedeth more 

The murmurs of the poor 
Than flatteries of the great," 
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RED RIDING-HOOD. 

On the wide lawn the snow lay deep, 
Ridged o'er with many a drifted heap ; 
The wind that through the pine-trees sung 
The naked elm-boughs tossed and swung ; 
While, through the window, frosty-starred, 
Against the sunset purple barred. 
We saw the sombre crow flap by, 
The hawk's grey fleck along the sky, 
The crested blue-jay flitting swift. 
The squirrel poising on the drift, 
Erect, alert, his broad grey tail 
Set to the north wind like a saiL 

It came to pass, our little lass, 
With flattened face against the glass, 
And eyes in which the tender dew • 

Of pity shone, stood gazing through 
The narrow space her rosy lips 
Had melted from the frost's eclipse : 
" Oh, see," she cried, ** the poor blue -jays I 
What is it that the black crow says ? 
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The squirrel lifts his little legs 
Because he has 1I0 hands, and begs ; 
He's asking for my nuts, I know : 
May I not feed them on the snow ? *' 

Half lost within her boots, her head 
Warm-sheltered in her hood of red, 
Her plaid skirt close about her drawn, 
She floundered down the wintry lawn ! 
Now struggling through the misty veil 
lUown round her by the shrieking gale ; 
Now sinking in a drift so low 
Her scarlet hood could scarcely show 
Its dash of colour on the snow. 

She dropped for bird and beast forlorn 
Her little store of nuts and corn. 
And thus her timid guests bespoke : 
" Come, squirrel, from your hollow oak, — 
Come, black old crow, — come, poor blue- 

jay, 
Before your supper's blown away ! 
Don't be afraid, we all are good ; 
And I'm mamma's Red Riding-Hood ! " 

O Thou whose care is over all. 
Who heedest even the sparrow's fall, 
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Keep in the little maiden's breast 
The pity which is now its guest ! 
Let not her cultured years make less 
The childhood charm of tenderness. 
But let her feel as well as know, 
Nor harder with her polish grow ! 
Unmoved by sentimental grief 
That wails along some printed leaf, 
But, prompt with kindly word and deed 
To own the claims of all who need, 
Let the grown woman's self make good 
The promise of Red Riding- Hood ! 



THE PRESSED GENTIAN. 

The time of gifts has come again, 
And, on my northern window-pane, 
Outlined against the day's brief light, 
A Christmas token hangs in sight. 
The wayside travellers, as they pass, 
Mark the grey disk of clouded glass ; 
And the dull blankness seems, perchance, 
Folly to their wise ignorance. 

They cannot from their outlook see 
The perfect grace it hath for me ; 
For there the flower, whose fringes through 
The frosty breath of autumn blew, 
Turns from without its face of bloom 
To the warm tropic of my room, 
As fair as when beside its brook 
The hue of bending skies it took. 

So, from the trodden ways of earth, 
Seem some sweet souls who veil their 
worth. 
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And offer to the careless glance 
The clouding grey of circumstance. 
They blossom best where hearth-fires 

burn, 
To loving eyes alone they turn 
The flowers of inward grace, that hide 
Their beauty from the world outside. 

But deeper meanings come to me, 
My half-immortal flower, from thee ! 
Man judges from a partial view, 
None ever yet his brother knew ; 
The Eternal Eye that sees the whole • 
May better read the darkened soul, 
And find, to outward sense denied, 
The flower upon its inmost side ! 



OVERRULED. 

The threads our hands in blindness spin 
No self-determined plan weaves in ; 
The shuttle of the unseen powers 
Works out a pattern not as ours. 

Ah ! small the choice of him who sings 
What sound shall leave the smitten 

strings ; 
Fate holds and guides the hand of art ; 
The singer's is the servant's part. 

The wind-harp chooses not the tone 
That through its trembling threads is 

blown ; 
The patient organ cannot guess 
What hand its passive keys shall press. 

Through wish, resolve, and act, our will 
Is moved by undreamed forces still ; 
And no man measures in advance 
His strength with untried circumstance. 

M 
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As streams take hue from shade and sun, 
As runs the life the song must run ; 
But, glad or sad, to his good end 
God grant the varying notes may tend ! 



HYMN. 

SUNG AT THE ANNIVERSARY OF THE 
CHILDREN'S MISSION, BOSTON, 1878. 

Thine are all the gifts, O God ] 
Thine the broken bread ; 

Let the naked feet be shod, 
And the starving fed. 

Let Thy children, by Thy grace. 

Give as they abound, 
Till the poor have breathing-space, 

And the lost are found. 

Wiser than the miser's hoards 

Is the giver's choice ; 
Sweeter than the song of birds 

Is the thankful voice. 

Welcome smiles on faces sad 
As the flowers of spring ; 

Let the tender hearts be glad 
With the joy they bring. 
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Happier for their pity's sake 
Make their sports and plays, 

And from lips of childhood take 
Thy perfected praise ! 



GIVING AND TAKING.* 

Who gives and hides the giving hand, 
Nor counts on favour, fame, or praise, 
Shall find his smallest gift outweighs 

The burden of the sea and land. 

Who gives to whom hath naught been 
"given. 
His gift in need, though small indeed 
As is the grass-blade's wind-blown seed, 

Is large as earth and rich as heaven. 

Forget it not, O man, to whom 
A gift shall fall, while yet on earth ; 
Yea, even to thy seven-fold birth 

Recall it in the lives to come. 

Who broods above a wrong in thought 
Sins much ; but greater sin is his 
Who, fed and clothed with kindnesses, 

Shall count the holy alms as nought. 

^ I have attempted to put in English verse a prose 
translation of a poem by Tinnevaluva, a Hindoo poet 
of the third century of our era. 
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Who dares to curse the hands that bless 
Shall know of sin the deadliest cost 
The patience of the heavens is lost 

Beholding man's unthankfulness. 

For he who breaks all laws may still 
In Sivam's mercy be forgiven ; 
But none can save, in earth or heaven, 

The wretch who answers good with ilL 




'*I WAS A STRANGER, AND YE 
TOOK ME IN/ 



«* 



'Nkath skies that winter never knew 
The air was full of light and balm, 

And warm and soft the Gulf wind blew 
Through orange bloom and groves of 
palm. 

A stranger from the frozen North, 
Who sought the fount of health in vain, 

Sank homeless on the alien earth, 

And breathed the languid air with pain. 

God's angel came ! The tender shade 
Of pity made her blue eye dim ; 

Against her woman's breast she laid 
The drooping, fainting head of him. 

She bore him to a pleasant room. 
Flower-sweet and cool with salt sea air 

And watched beside his bed, for whom 
His far-off sisters might not care. 
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She fanned his feverish brow and smoothed 

Its lines of pain with tenderest touch. 
With holy hymn and prayer she soothed 

The trembling soul that feared so much- 
Through her the peace that passeth sight 

Came to him, as he lapsed away 
As one whose troubled dreams of night 

Slide slowly into tranquil day. 

The sweetness of the Land of Flowers 
Upon his lonely grave she laid : 

The jasmine dropped its golden showers, 
The orange lent its bloom and shade. 

And something whispered in her thought, 
More sweet than mortal voices be : 

** The service thou for him hast wrought, 
P daughter ! hath been done for Me." 



AT SCHOOL-CLOSE. 

BOWDOIN STREET, 1 877. 

The end has come, as come it must 
To all things ; in these sweet June days 

The teacher and the scholar trust 
Their parting feet to separate ways. 

They part : but in the years to be 
Shall pleasant memories cling to each, 

As shells bear inland from the sea 
The murmur of the rhythmic beach. 

One knew the joy the sculptor knows 
When, plastic to his lightest touch, 

His clay- wrought model slowly grows 
To that fine grace desired so much. 

So daily grew before her eyes 

The living shapes whereon she wrought, 
Strong, tender, innocently wise. 

The child's heart with the woman's 
thought. 



<■ 



1 86 AT SCHOOL-CLOSE. 

And one shall never quite forget 
The voice that called from dream and 
play, 

The firm but kindly hand that set 
Her feet in learning's pleasant way, — 

The joy of Undine soul-possessed, 

The wakening sense, the strange delight 

That swelled the fabled statue's breast 
And filled its clouded eyes with sight ! 

O Youth and Beauty, loved of all ! 

Ye pass from girlhood's gate of dreams ; 
In broader ways your footsteps fall. 

Ye test the truth of all that seems. 

Her little realm the teacher leaves, 
She breaks her wand of power apart, 

While, for your love and trust, she giv^s 
The warm thanks of a grateful heart. 

Hers is the sober summer noon 

Contrasted with your mom of spring ; 

The waning with the waxing moon, 
The folded with the outspread wing. 

Across the distance of the years 
She sends her God-speed back to you ; 
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She has no thought of doubts or fears : 
Be but yourselves, be pure, be true, 

And prompt in duty ; heed the deep, 
Low voice of conscience ; through the ill 

And discord round about you, keep 
Your faith in human nature still. 

Be gentle : unto griefs and needs, 

Be pitiful as woman should. 
And, spite of all the lies of creeds, 

Hold fast the truth that God is good. 

Give and receive ; go forth and bless 
The world that needs the hand and heart 

Of Martha's helpful carefulness 
No less than Mary's better part. 

So shall the stream of time flow by 
And leave each year a richer good^ 

And matron loveliness outvie 
The nameless charm of maidenhood. 

And, when the world shall link your names 
With gracious lives and manners fine. 

The teacher shall assert her claims, 
And proudly whisper, ** These were 
mine ! '* 



AT EVENTIDE. 

Poor and inadequate the shadow-play 
Of gain and loss, of waking and of dream, 
Against life's solemn background needs 
must seem 
At this late hour. Yet, not unthankfuUy^ 
I call to mind the fountains by the way, 
The breath of flowers, the bird-song on 

the spray, 
Dear friends, sweet human loves, the joy 

of giving 
And of receiving, the great boon of living 

In grand historic years when Liberty 
Had need of word and work, quick sym- 
pathies 
For all who fail and suffer, song's relief, 
Nature's uncloying loveliness ; and chief. 
The kind restraining hand of Provi- 
dence, 
The inward witness, the assuring sense 
Of an Eternal Good which overlies 
The sorrow of the world, Love which out- 
lives 
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All sin and wrong, Compassion which 
forgives 

To the uttermost, and Justice whose clear 
eyes 

Through lapse and failure look to the in- 
tent, 

And judge our frailty by the life we meant. 
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THE PROBLEM. 



I. 



Not without envy Wealth at times must 

look 
On their brown strength who wield the 

reaping-hook 
And scythe, or, at the forge-fire shape 

the plough 
Or the steel harness of the steeds of 

steam; — 
All who, by skill and patience, anyhow 
Make service noble, and the earth redeem 
From savageness. By kingly accolade 
Than theirs was never worthier knight- 
hood made. 
Well for them, if, while demagogues their 

vain 
And evil counsels proffer, they maintain 
Their honest manhood unseduced, and 

wage 
No war with Labour's right to Labour's 

gain 
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Of sweet home-comfort, rest of hand and 
brain, 
And softer pillow for the head of Age. 

II. 

And well for Gain if it ungrudging yields 
Labour its just demand ; and well for 

Ease 
If in the uses of its own, it sees 
No wrong to him who tills its pleasant 

fields 

And spreads the table of its luxuries. 

The interests of the rich man and the poor 

Are one and same, inseparable evermore ; 

And, when scant wage or labour fail to 

give 
Food, shelter, raiment, wherewithal to live, 
Need has its rights, necessity its claim. 
Yea, even self-wrought misery and shame 
Test w^U the charity suffering long and 

kind. 
The home-pressed question of the age can 

find 
No answer in the catch-words of the blind 
Leaders of blind. Solution there is none 
Save in the Golden Rule of Christ alone. 



RESPONSE. 

1877. 

Beside that milestone where the level sun, 
Nigh unto setting, sheds his last, low 

rays 
On word and work irrevocably done, 
Life's blending threads of good and ill 

outspun, 
I hear, O friends ! your words of cheer 

and praise, 
Half doubtful if myself or otherwise. 
Like him who, in the old Arabian joke, 
A beggar slept and crowned Caliph 

woke. 
Thanks not the less. With not unglad 

surprise 
I sec my lifework through your partial 

eyes ; 
Assured, in giving to my home-taught 

songs 
A higher value than of right belongs, 
You do but read between the written lines 
The finer grace of unfulfilled designs. 
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